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War and Peace 
and Brotherhood 


D.K. Jernigan 


Keith crouched outside the warehouse with his team, 
anticipation shuddering 


through him. It was remarkably difficult to place informants 
with the Infected, but 


their latest information had finally named this location as 
one of the stops on their 


“underground railroad", and tonight was supposed to be a 
full house. 


"Get into position," he said over his shoulder. "Signal when 
everyone is in 


place." A handful of his fellow Humanist Corpsmen vanished 
into the shadows around 


the warehouse, and Keith waited impatiently for their radio 
signal. Feet shuffled 


around him, and men checked their weapons or tugged 
nervously at their Kevlar. The 


Infected were not known for violence, but why take risks? 
"This isn't right. We shouldn't be here," a quiet voice said. 


Keith turned and clamped his hand around Rick Tyler's 
slender arm. Rick had 


always been a hesitant, quiet recruit, and Keith had been 
leery of bringing him. "This 


is do-or-die time," he whispered emphatically, giving Rick's 
arm a smal shake to 


emphasize the point. "How old is your little girl now? Six? 
She's just an innocent child 


now, but what happens when these sickos decide it's time to 
recruit her, huh? How 


long do you think they'll wait to do it? Twelve? Fourteen?" 


Rick shuddered and steeled himself, and Keith let him go, 
turning back to 


examine the warehouse. Finally, the radio crackled to life, 
and he sighed, eager to get 


the strike underway. He waved for his team to move forward 
and lifted the radio to his 


lips. "In five. Four. ." The rest of the countdown was silent, 
and as he mentally hit 'one', 


two men surged forward, slamming through the door. An 
echo of another door 


banging open sounded from the back of the building. Keith 
smiled at the 


synchronization; they were getting better. 


Unfortunately, the Infected were one step ahead of them 
once again. A man— 


their inside man—lay hog tied in the center of the 
warehouse floor. He was sobbing 


quietly, and with each breath he took, a fleshy flap opened 
and closed on his neck. 


Keith gestured for his men to check the partitioned rooms 
that had been set up along 


either side of the warehouse, but he knew they would find 
them empty. 


He moved alone toward the bound figure, who looked up at 
him in shame. 


"I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. She was so beautiful. ." He broke 
down sobbing again, and 


Keith sighed. The Infection was passed through intercourse, 
and apparently once their 


spy had been discovered, he'd been punished in the worst 
possible way; one of the 


creatures had seduced him. 


James MacGregor approached from the opposite side of the 
warehouse; he'd 


been in charge of leading the rear entry team. "We've 
cleared all of the rooms in the 


back. No sign of anyone—they cleared out hours ago. What 
the fuck is that?" 


Keith sighed. "I think he has gills." 


"Should we see if he swims?" James joked. Keith glared at 
him, and he held his 


hands up in surrender. 


"We'll take him to Paul. Don't untie him." It might as well be 
a death sentence. 


Paul Cotter was the founder of the Corps, and he had a 
history of making any Infected 


he caught disappear. Still, they couldn't just let him loose to 
spread the plague. 


Keith's second in command approached as the sobbing ex- 
Spy Was Carried 


away. "We've cleared all the rooms, and there's no one else 
here. They didn't leave ina 


hurry, either. There are a few things that were left behind, 
but it's more like trash." 


"Yeah, | figured. Thanks, Alex. We'll pack up and go home." 
Alex passed the 


instructions on to the men, and Keith wandered to one of 
the small "rooms", 


partitioned with curtains hung on wire. There was a small 
mattress pad against the 


back wall, but not much else. A scrap of paper peeked out 
from under the edge of the 


pad. 


Idle curiosity propelled Keith forward, but when he picked up 
the page, 


adrenaline spiked through him, and he turned to glance over 
his shoulder before 


returning his attention to the paper. It was a simple but 
Skillful ink drawing of a little 


girl. To the casual observer, it might look like she was 
laughing as she tossed a ball into 


the air, but a closer inspection by someone who knew how 
to look would reveal that 


the girl was actually levitating the bal just in front of her 
chest. 


She was a stranger, but the lines of the ink were hopelessly 
familiar, and so 


were the initials in the corner: R.H. As in Riley Hart, Keith's 
little brother. 


"Hey, Keith?" 


Keith jumped and spun as the voice of one of the guys 
startled him. "Yeah, 


what is it?" He casually balled up the page as if it were a 
meaningless scrap. 


"We're ready to go. You need a ride out, or what?" The man 
hadn't even 


glanced at the page, thank God. 


Keith shook his head. "I'm only parked about a mile on. I'll 
walk out." 


As soon as the other man was gone, Keith smoothed the 
paper, folded it, and 


shoved it into his pocket. Riley had vanished over three 
years ago—was it possible that 


the Infected had kept him captive al that time? If so, was it 
even remotely possible 


that he wasn't one of them by now? 


He sighed heavily, making one last, slow pass through the 
warehouse before 


heading out to hike up the road to his car. Riley. . 


In the shadows of the trees along the edge of the property, 
a gray wolf 


crouched and watched the activity at the warehouse. Men 
surged in, testosterone 


raging and guns held high. They emerged moments later 
dragging out their ruined 


spy, their shoulders slumped in failure. 


The Humanist Corps had a serious vendetta against the 
people that they 


called the Infected. They carried guns and made threats, but 
they were armed 


civilians, disorganized and mercenary, usually more angry 
than skilled—more hateful 


than deadly. Still, it was important to watch them and be 
sure that the danger they 


posed to the Transformed didn't grow. 


A rustle nearby drew the wolf's attention, and he caught a 
faint but familiar 


scent. He turned toward it and growled low in his throat. A 
feminine sigh answered 


him, and the air seemed to ripple as a young woman very 
nearly stepped out of the 


background; her skin had blended perfectly with the foliage 
in the night. "I just 


wanted to help you spy," she whispered. 


The wolf growled again, and the young woman who called 
herself Camille 


rippled and vanished again. He waited a beat, but the 
source of her scent didn't move 


off until he snapped his teeth in her direction. She was 
good, but she was only 


seventeen, and he couldn't afford to let her put herself in 
harm's way. 


When he turned his attention back to the warehouse, most 
of the men had 


already loaded into the back of the truck they'd radioed for 
and were headed back to 


their cars. He was just about to go when one last man 
emerged from the building and 


started to walk heavily up the road. Something in this man’s 
stride drew the wolf like a 


magnet, and he took a step forward before he realized what 
he was doing. 


Something inside Riley tore when he saw his brother with 
the Humanist 


Corps. He bit down on the urge to howl out his pain and 
turned, instead, running 


back toward his refugees. He'd seen enough. 


He moved quickly through the woodlands, soon arriving at 
the abandoned 


apartment building that their Underground Railroad had 
moved into that morning. A 


sweet looking woman glanced at him as he moved into view. 
He let her get a good 


look at him before moving any closer; she smiled and 
nodded as she held up a robe. 


His shift was nearly instantaneous by now, and he quickly 
Slid into the soft 


fabric. "Thanks. Camille got out again. Block the door and 
make sure she knows she 


was missed. She shouldn’t be far behind me." 


"You got it, boss," Terri said. She opened the door for him 
and shut it as he 


went through. He hoped Camille wouldn't be dumb enough 
to try going up the rusty 


fire escape. Or that she hadn't been dumb enough to come 
down it in the first place. 


He moved down the hal toward the back, where the building 
manager had 


probably lived in a suite of rooms. It was tight for four 
families and their three 


protectors, but none of the Conductors—the guides for the 
Railroad—felt safe letting 


anyone out of reach right now. 


Amanda, the third Conductor, made for him as soon as he 
came through the 


door. "Did they raid it?" 


"They raided it," Riley repeated, careful to keep his voice 
down. Most of the 


families would be bedded down right now, too worn out by 
fear to be kept awake by it 


anymore. "They'll probably be hunting for a group of a 
couple dozen families by 


tomorrow; should give us some breathing room." 
“Thank goodness you gave me the okay to turn that spy." 


Riley hadn't wanted her to do it, but the spy had sworn that 
he had been 


Transformed, though he refused to reveal the nature of his 
change. Unless he was a 


liar and a danger to them, there would have been no harm 
from making love to 


Amanda. 
"It's no laughing matter. They're taking him back to Cotter." 


"He would have kil ed us," she said quietly, "and all of those 
precious children 


in there." She gestured furiously at the back room. 
"I Know." 


"Riley, | Know you. What else is bothering you?" She laid a 
hand on his arm, 


and Riley sighed and crossed to the kitchen table, slipping 
into a pair of sweats. 


"Keith was with them." 


When the sun came up the next morning, Keith was grateful 
that it was 


Saturday and he didn't have anywhere urgent to be after his 
Sleepless night. Though 


he'd tried to clear his mind and sleep, he'd tossed and 
turned for hours, thoughts of 


Riley creeping into his mind like spiders sneaking through 
every crack. 


As light poured in through the window, he took the drawing 
from where he'd 


set it on the bedside table and studied the initials again. No 
matter how he looked at it, 


those were his brother's initials, and they were written in his 
brother's handwriting. 


Still wearing nothing but his boxers, Keith crossed to the 
bookshelf and pulled 


a shoebox down from the top shelf. He sat back down on the 
bed as he dug through 


the contents, eventually pulling out another drawing for the 
unnecessary Comparison. 


The drawing was of Keith, looking young and carefree as he 
posed, lying on one side, 


propped up on his elbow. 


Riley had proudly shown the picture to him, and Keith had 
felt so. . so fucking 


in Jove in that moment. He'd let his enthusiasm spill out, 
and he'd leaned forward and 


kissed his brother. They had both tried to pretend it hadn't 
happened, but when Riley 


moved away two months later, Keith knew what had driven 
him to seek new horizons. 


Soon after, the Infection had appeared, the world had gone 
to hel , and his beloved 


brother had remained painfully out of reach. 


His heart contracted sharply with the memory, and he 
pushed the drawing 


back into the shoebox, pul ing out a photo of his brother. He 
felt himself grow hard as 


he examined photo after photo of Riley, all taken just before 
he left. When he came to 


the photo of Riley stretched out on the pool deck, he 
couldn't help himself. 


Keith's cock twitched as he imagined a different ending to 
their story. He 


stared at Riley's beautiful body and imagined that his 
brother had kissed him back 


that afternoon instead of drawing away in shock. He 
caressed his growing arousal and 


Slipped it free of his boxers. As he wrapped his hand around 
his cock, he imagined 


Riley's mouth there. Imagined that they could have had the 
beautiful relationship that 


Keith had wanted—that he'd sought and failed to find with a 
handful of men since 


Riley left. 


As he stroked himself slowly, he imagined Riley's face lit by 
amazement as 


they parted from their kiss at last. He would have folded a 
towel and knelt before his 


brother, peeled away the swim trunks and nuzzled at that 
glorious patch of hair. 


Would have kissed the flaccid cock into an erection and then 
taken it into his mouth. . 


He moaned at the picture in his head, and a jolt of pleasure 
went through his own 


cock as he imagined how he would have run his tongue 
around the head of his 


brother's cock, teased at the slit, and stroked slowly up and 
down the shaft. 


He was so aroused that his own cock throbbed in his hand 
as he imagined the 


way Riley would have groaned as he came, and the way the 
salty taste would have 


spread over the back of his tongue. He would have stood 
and passed Riley's unique 


taste back to him through a searing kiss until they were 
both weak in the knees and 


half out of their minds. He would have led him to one of the 
lounge chairs, told him to 


kneel there, and used his fingers to slowly spread his 
brother's tight, virgin hole. 


He imagined fucking Riley: how good it would feel to push 
inside his 


brother's tight ass and ride him slowly, finally possessing 
the body that he'd admired 


and desired for so long. He closed his eyes and fell back on 
the bed, stroking harder as 


he pictured the way Riley would cry out as pleasure seized 
him until he came again. In 


his imagination, Riley's moans were accompanied by the 
sensation of his ass 


squeezing around Keith's hard cock. He felt his balls tighten, 
and he groaned long and 


low as his hot come landed in spurts on his chest. 
And now to know that Riley was lost to him forever. . 


Keith showered and kicked around the house for the day, 
waiting for the cal 


he was sure was coming. The phone rang shortly after noon 
with the news; the 


doomed spy had gleaned some potentially useful 
information, and it was time to make 


their next move to keep the Infection from spreading. 


"He joined a pretty small group at that warehouse,” Alex 
explained. “They 


were supposed to meet up with two other splinter groups 
there—that's why they 


needed so much space. He said they drafted him into 
helping with security before they 


figured him out, and their plan was to go east before cutting 
toward the border." 


"If they told him al that and then dropped him in our lap, 
you can bet their 


plans have changed." 


Alex grunted on the other end of the line. "That's what | 
said, but Cotter says 


they probably would never have expected him to talk. He 
says that once they're 


Infected, they're usually loyal to the others." 
"He might be lying. Leading us into a trap." 


"We'll be ready. Cotter wants us to split up into two groups 
to be sure they 


don't slip by us." 


Keith sighed. "All right, come on over to my place. Bring the 
volunteer roster." 


“That's the thing, Keith. He already worked out the teams. 
You're to lead the 


team heading east and see if you can pick up the trail. I'm 
to lead the other team up 


toward the border to head them off." Alex couldn't disguise 
the pride in his voice. 


Keith tried to keep his own voice even. It wasn't that Alex 
didn't deserve the 


honor, but it was hard losing a second in command that you 
trusted. "Okay, so when 


do we leave?" 


"ASAP. Cotter has the rest of your team heading to your 
place, now. You're to 


leave as soon as you can get dressed and packed." 


Keith sighed again. "Great. Plenty of time to plan ahead and 
not make stupid 


mistakes, then." 


He packed everything he thought he might need to chase 
the Infected down, 


and then made himself a huge sandwich. He was still 
shoveling it down when 


someone pounded at the door hard enough to rattle it in its 
frame. 


When Keith swung the door open, James stood on the other 
side, a cocky grin 


plastered across his face. "You ready?" he asked. Keith 
shoved the rest of the sandwich 


in his mouth and hefted his duffel. He nodded to James, and 
the men headed toward 


the waiting trucks. 


An uncomfortable tingle took up residence in the back of 
Keith's neck as he 


surveyed his crew for the mission. Most of them were the 
irreverent pricks that hung 


on James' every word. Was Cotter aware of this? Had James 
advised him on the team 


members? And if so, why wasn't Keith consulted? He'd been 
leading the men 


successfully for months. 


Keith tried to look unconcerned as he tossed his bag into the 
back of one of 


the trucks and climbed in. He didn't like the way his 
thoughts were turning, and he 


didn't like that he couldn't be sure of the leader of his own 
damn movement. Weren't 


they on the same side, trying to keep the people safe from 
the monsters who lurked in 


the dark? 


Keith considered leaving the group after this mission, and 
the discomfort that 


had been lurking inside him flared to full blown fear at the 
thought. He couldn't 


leave. . not ever. The way they operated, paranoia was just 
standard operating 


procedure, and if anyone wanted to leave, they were 
suspected of having been Infected 


themselves. Guilty until proven innocent. 


"You look so serious," James said. "Heavy thoughts for our 
fearless leader?" He 


smirked as he said it, and Keith shrugged, putting ona 
bland expression for the other 


man's benefit. One couldn't show fear around assholes like 
these guys. 


"Just strategizing. | suppose I'm a little surprised at the 
makeup of this party. 


Not exactly the men I'm most familiar with. | don't know yet 
how to best utilize their 


Skills," he said. 


"Of course you don't know 'em too well. These are all good 
lads. Not the type 


to socialize with a faggot." 


So he knew. And if he knew, Cotter knew. Keith had never 
tried to keep it 


much of a secret, but he hadn't broadcast his sexuality 
amongst the Corpsmen, either. 


He'd always been a little afraid that if Cotter found out, 
Keith would be expel ed and 


shunned from the group. 


James shifted slightly, and Keith realized in one stark 
moment that his 


expulsion was supposed to be a little more permanent than 
he had originally feared. 


He grabbed his bag from between his legs, and lifted it up 
just as James raised his 


weapon and fired. The bullet tore through the bag, and Keith 
thought he heard the 


faint ping of a ricochet as a line of fire tore through his left 
arm. The maneuver 


overbalanced him, and he fell over the side. 


He made no move to grab for the truck, Knowing that 
escape was his only 


hope, even in the middle of nowhere. The ground reached 
up and punched him hard; 


he lost both his breath and his grip on the bag, and rolled 
along the road until 


something went crack and the lights went out. 


Riley moved out of the trees in his wolf form. The tracks in 
the infrequently 


used path through the woods were fresh, and if he'd had a 
human mouth, he would 


have smiled. The hunters had taken their bait and would be 
chasing their tails a 


hundred miles east of their crossing point. He lolled out his 
tongue in a dog-like show 


of pleasure and trotted back into the trees. 


A loud crack stopped him cold, and he crouched down in the 
shadows at the 


edge of the woods. It had sounded like gunfire, but it had 
come from up the road, 


much too far away to be aimed at him. Common sense told 
him that the fools in the 


trucks had just been taking potshots at the local wildlife. But 
something else told him 


that the single shot was something much more sinister. 


He knew he was a fool for heading in their direction, even as 
he turned 


toward the sound and ran. 


Somehow he was both surprised and not when he saw Keith 
lying on the side 


of the road, bloody, and with the acrid smel of cordite 
wafting from him. So, were the 


hunters turning on one another at last? But this was a single 
shot—a single casualty. 


Did that mean that Keith had turned on them, instead? 


None of it made sense, but one thought danced through 
Riley's mind, refusing 


to be ignored or set aside: He couldn't leave his brother 
bleeding and alone on the side 


of some forest track to die. 


He shifted, knowing that hands and a strong back would be 
of more use than 


his predator's speed and strong senses. "Damn you, Keith," 
he muttered, and then got 


to work. First, he had to assess the damage. Only Keith’s 
arm had been hit and was 


oozing blood, but it wasn't pouring the way it would have 
been if a blood vessel were 


hit. He tore a bit of cloth from Keith's clothes to bandage the 
wound. 


When that was done, he set out to find any other injuries 
that might need 


attention. He tried to be clinical as he ran his hands over 
Keith's muscular body, 


noting that his brother had continued to work out after Riley 
had left home. He 


wished he could think of something other than how good 
that firm flesh felt under his 


probing hands. When he had finished his head-to-toe 
inspection, he sat back and 


sighed. The rest of Keith looked more banged up than 
seriously damaged, except for a 


massive knot on his head that might have meant a 
concussion. 


Riley decided that he'd have to haul Keith away and hope 
for the best. Several 


branches tied together would make a passable litter. As he 
worked, using a sharp knife 


he found strapped to his brother's thigh, he grumbled and 
cursed, unused to the harsh 


forest conditions on bare human skin. Riley stole Keith's 
socks and shoes to keep from 


damaging his own feet, but it didn't seem like a good idea to 
leave a bleeding, injured 


man naked to the elements. No matter how irritating it was 
to work naked. 


It was a stroke of luck that he tripped over Keith's bag on his 
way to attach the 


last branch. In addition to a handful of dry foods, some 
water, and lots of weapons, 


Riley found a change of clothes. He slipped into them 
gratefully. He used the rope he 


found there to more securely fasten his litter together and 
tie his brother to it, and 


then he set off. It was going to be a long fucking walk. 


He couldn't go back to where they were camped, but once 
he got rid of Keith, 


he could shift and run, covering several days’ travel for the 
Railroad party on his own 


if he had to. The trick was figuring out where and how to get 
rid of Keith. He thought 


he remembered a motel a couple miles' hike through the 
woods, probably positioned 


near some key trailheads or something. He headed for that, 
pausing every so often to 


shift back to wolf form and scent for other humans. 


Riley remembered to tip some water down his brother's 
throat as well, hoping 


he was doing more good than harm with it. On his third 
shift, he scented the motel. It 


was still a ways away, but putting out quite the human 
stink. He turned toward it, his 


arms and back protesting from dragging his brother over a 
mile through the wild. 


After some deliberation, Riley stole Keith's wallet and left 
him just inside the 


tree line behind a bush while he went in to the desk to pay 
for a room with Keith's 


credit card. It wouldn't do for the crazy Corpsmen to be able 
to track him under his 


own name, even if he had a card on him, which he didn't. 
The clerk gave him a slow 


once over. "No Infection, Mister?" 


Riley laughed as if surprised by this question. "Hell, no! 
Kinda guy you take 


me for?" 


The clerk shrugged. "I just have to ask. We don't want any 
of that sort here. 


Who knows what kind of problems they might bring?" 


Riley nodded agreeably and took his room key, wanting to 
snarl at the kid. 


Not everyone was as lucky as him, to have had changes that 
were not visible until he 


wanted them to be. That spy and his gil s had been one 
example of a change that could 


get you killed in the wrong places, and he'd seen others. 
He'd once smuggled out a 


baby who'd been born to a Transformed mother. They hadn't 
known what the little 


girl could do, but her skin was a beautiful shade of sea-glass 
green that would have 


marked her for death here in the States. 


Riley gathered his brother up and hefted him over his 
shoulder, nearly 


staggering under the weight of a full grown man. He 
managed to get him into their 


first floor room, and then went back for the bag. By the time 
he was stripping to 


shower, he was exhausted, sore, and almost sorry he'd 
bothered. That check-in clerk’s 


attitude had reminded him of why he and so many people 
he cared about were on the 


run. Would Keith have done half as much if he'd found Riley 
bleeding on the street 


somewhere? 


The first thing Keith noticed was the pain just above his left 
eye and a little off 


to the side. He made the mistake of reaching up to touch it 
and jerked back as he 


found a large and painful lump. That motion set off the 
burning in his arm, and he 


writhed for a moment. He fought to control his breath, 
control the pain, and control 


the damned urge to press against either spot. His hands 
fisted in the covers beneath 


him. And that's when he realized that he sure as hel wasn't 
on the road anymore, 


either. 


He'd been prepared to go into fight or flight mode as soon 
as he'd regained 


consciousness, but the covers beneath him and the pillow 
under his head spoke of an 


entirely new set of conditions, and ones he weren’t sure 
were a problem yet. He 


couldn't imagine that James and his crew hated him enough 
to drag him somewhere 


else to torture him before they kil ed him, but who else 
would have been out there 


except. . 


His eyes flew open, and through the pain, he took in the 
room. He was in 


some cheap motel somewhere, and he wasn't alone. Even 
as he tried desperately to 


assess what was happening to him, a shower shut off in the 
bathroom. Keith groped 


for the knife in his thigh sheath, but it was gone. Shit. 


A moment later, the bathroom door opened to pour a flood 
of steam into the 


main room, followed by a tal , lean man with a towel around 
his waist. Keith tensed, 


waiting for an attack, but the form only paused, and the 
mist quickly cleared. His 


heart stopped, and his breath came ragged in his throat. 
"Riley." 


"Keith," Riley answered. There was a careful, hesitant tone 
in his voice, and he 


shifted into a defensive stance. Keith felt a sharp pain in his 
chest at the thought that 


his brother didn't trust him. He focused, trying to 
concentrate on what Riley was 


saying. "You're lucky. It looks like the bul et grazed your arm, 
so | guess you probably 


don't have to explain to an ER doc why you need a bullet pul 
ed out of you. Keep it 


clean, and you might not even get infected." 


Infected. The word echoed around in his head, blocking out 
any other 


thought. "Oh, God. . has one of you. ." He was going to say 
‘animals', but the word 


stopped in his throat. "Have | been Infected?" 
"Oh, sure, that lump you feel looks like it's a horn sprouting. 
Congratulations!" 


Keith knew ful well he'd taken a blow to the head, but even 
that couldn't stop 


him from reaching up again in a panic, setting off another 
wave of pain as he grabbed 


reflexively for his humanity. 


Riley watched him, a disgusted look on his face. He crossed 
his arms across 


his bare chest, and Keith dropped his eyes, fixing his gaze 
on the knot in the towel. 


"We don't rape people, Keith." 


"What about Tony?" His eyes came back up, the shame of 
his own gullibility 


overridden by the attack on his man. 


"What, the spy? He was seduced, not forced. Fine line, 
maybe, but he knew 


she was Transformed before he laid a hand on her." 


"He never would have chosen to do that. No one in the 
Corps would." 


"You've never met Amanda," Riley grinned back. Keith felt a 
wave of revulsion 


Slip through him. An Infected woman al uring enough to turn 
a freedom fighter 


against his own kind? At least Keith knew he'd be safe from 
her wiles. 


"Anyway," Riley continued, "it doesn't seem much like you 
belong anymore. | 


heard the 


gunshot. They wanted you out of the way, brother." 


Keith sighed and stopped just short of raising his hand to 
rub at his forehead. 


"I suppose they did. Don't want fags sullying the ranks, | 
guess," he spat. 


"I see. So your hate group is branching out." 


"It's not a hate group! It's not supposed to be, anyway. The 
point is to protect 


people from those sick—" 


"From me." Riley interrupted. "Did you know | haven't even 
Transformed 


anyone? We don't go seeking out people to increase our 
ranks, Keith. It's like saying 


you're afraid that the entire world is going to turn black 
because some black people 


and some white people chose to fuck." 


"So they did get you." Keith hung his head, his heart heavy. 
He'd hoped 


against hope that Riley was some sort of innocent that 
they'd convinced to go along 


for the ride. Of course they had Infected him. 


Riley's hands were bal ed into fists, and his eyes narrowed. 
"You haven't heard 


a word I'm saying. | made this choice! | dated a guy two 
years ago, ful well knowing 


that he'd already been Transformed. He almost wouldn't 
even sleep with me when he 


found out | was still normal!" 


The admission hit Keith by surprise. A... man? Riley was 
gay? Riley also 


looked like he wanted to strangle him, and Keith edged back 
on the bed, aware that 


he'd lost his weapons and that his left arm was useless. 


Riley growled, and then he dropped to his knees. And then 
he was gone. Keith 


sat frozen as a huge gray wolf appeared in his place, 
Snarling and snapping. The wolf 


seemed to take a moment to visibly calm himself, shook out 
his fur, and sat, staring at 


Keith. 
"R-Riley?" 


The wolf gave a little huff of a bark, and Keith was somehow 
more startled 


that the creature had answered him than by any of the rest 
of it. 


"Can | touch?" Where had that come from? But the wolf 
dipped his head, 


giving permission, and Keith didn't want to look like he'd 
chickened out. He reached 


Shaking hands slowly forward, ignoring the sting as he 
shifted his left arm, and found 


his fingers sinking into the soft ruff behind the wolf's neck. 
The creature's eyes went 


shut, and its tongue lolled as it leaned into the scratches 
and caresses. 


It was just like a big dog, Keith marveled, and he dug his 
fingers into the fur to 


scratch at the skin, getting more and more enthusiastic 
about petting the glorious 


creature his brother had become. He reached around to 
scratch the wolf's belly, and 


the great creature rol ed over, exposing its underside to 
him. 


After a brief moment, the wolf jumped up and leapt away, 
and before Keith 


could form an inquiry, his brother crouched before him. "I'm 
sorry, but you were 


touching me. ." Riley drifted off, but his eyes dropped to his 
own half-erect penis—the 


towel had fallen off when he'd changed—and blushed, 
Snatching up his covering again 


and turning his back. 


Keith flushed, too. How do you apologize for thoughtlessly 
scratching your 


brother's tummy and turning him on? Keith felt a wave of 
arousal move through him 


as he realized that he had turned his brother on. All of those 
fantasies came crashing 


back, and he struggled not to drown in desire. Giving in to 
his brother would be 


giving up everything he believed in—wouldn't it? 


And then he remembered, it wouldn't be him giving in at al 
—it was Riley 


who had fled from Keith's kiss so many years ago. Could his 
brother have changed his 


mind about something so elemental in the years they had 
been apart? 


Riley pulled on Keith's extra set of clothes and crossed to 
the door, keeping 


well clear of Keith. "I'm going to go find food." 


Perhaps not. Keith watched him go silently, their argument 
playing out over 


and over again in his head. He had been taught that the 
Infected lied, recruited, and 


raped, but Riley's words had held the ring of truth. Who 
could he believe? His own 


Infected, indoctrinated brother, or the hateful men who'd 
tried to kill him for daring 


to be both gay and a leader? 


When he couldn't stand thinking about it anymore, he 
decided to get clean. 


His clothes were dirty, torn, and stained with sweat and 
blood. He pul ed them off, 


scrubbed them in the sink as best he could, and then hung 
them in the closet to dry, 


leaving the closet door open and a towel underneath to 
catch the water. 


The shower was like healing balm to his soul, and he rinsed 
and scrubbed, 


carefully cleaning out the wound in his arm and trying not to 
be a baby about the 


sting of soap and the hot spray of water. The most difficult 
task done, he soaped up 


the rest of his body and washed off, and then stood fora 
long time and let the hot 


spray beat a steady rhythm into his back. 


Even so, he was wrapped up in a towel and nearly dry by 
the time Riley came 


back with a couple of bags over his arms. His brother looked 
Surprised to see him, and 


Keith wondered if he had expected him to call in 
reinforcements or just vanish. 


"| brought ointment and bandages for your arm. | see you 
washed it; that 


should make this easier, anyway." Riley moved to Keith's 
side and grabbed his arm, 


gently but clinically. It hurt like hel when Riley smeared the 
antibiotic cream over the 


wound, but Keith gritted his teeth and tried to tough it out 
until the bandage was 


wound tight around his upper arm and the torture was 
reduced to a dul and 


persistent throb. 


He tried to remember to breathe deeply as spots danced 
before his eyes. 


When he turned his head, Riley was apparently struggling 
not to laugh. "Next time we 


can use this," he said, pul ing a small bottle of numbing gel 
out of the bag. "This time 


you deserved a little pain." 


If Keith were sure he wouldn't faint, he might have tried to 
kill his little 


brother. Of course, his little brother could turn into a wolf big 
enough to rip his throat 


out without a second thought. . He turned that over in his 
head. 


"How does it feel?" Keith asked. 


"I wouldn't know; I've never been shot." 


"No, | mean turning into a wolf. How does that fee/?" 


Riley narrowed his eyes at Keith and sighed. He grabbed a 
cup of noodles out 


of another bag and held it up. Keith nodded, and Riley used 
the room's coffee pot to 


heat some water. "It's hard to explain. The first few times 
were very hard to control. 


The Transformation takes hold, and then. . you're something 
different. Something 


new. | felt my whole body go warm and then soft, and then 
my senses were keener, 


and | was about half as tal ." He grinned boyishly as he 
poured the water into the cups. 


"Over time, | learned how to concentrate on those feelings 
of warmth and 


change, and it got easier and faster to shift at will. Now, | 
can do it almost instantly, as 


long as I'm not too tired or hungry." 
"Hungry?" 
"Your body uses a lot of calories to do some of this stuff.” 


"It seems so. . wrong." 


"It's the evolution of our species. The next plane of 
existence for mankind. But 


that's the best part of it, Keith. If you don't want it, don't 
fuck one of us. No one is 


forcing you. Most of us just want to be left alone." 
"Is that what you want?" 


Riley sighed as he pulled the top al the way off of his 
noodles. He slurped the 


broth. "What I want is to get as many families across the 
border as | can, keep as many 


children from being orphaned or murdered as | can. And 
then | want to join them. 


This is Supposed to be my last trip." 


Keith hadn't thought much about what was done with the 
kids of the Infected 


they killed. He'd assumed that they were put into foster 
homes, maybe even taken in 


by families of the Corpsmen. But now, he couldn't help but 
wonder if people like 


James had circled back when the work was done, rounded 
up those innocent children, 


and killed them all, just in case they were tainted. 


He could see it happening, and that scared him. It scared 
him a lot. 


"Why did you save me?" 


Riley shoveled a mouthful of noodles down his throat before 
answering. 


"Because you're my brother, and even though you run with 
those pricks, | couldn't 


bring myself to hate you enough to leave you like that." 


They ate in silence. Keith kept circling the same thoughts, 
and no matter how 


he turned them about in his head, they stil pointed back to 
the same places over and 


over again. His brother was Infected. Transformed. He didn't 
hurt people or change 


them against their will. He saved children. What good had 
Keith truly been doing in 


the world? Had he really saved anyone, or had he just 
doomed a lot of people who just 


wanted to be free? 
"Maybe. . maybe | could help you." 


“Absolutely not." Riley shot up from the bed where he'd 
been perched, 


overturning two shopping bags as he jumped away from his 
brother. "If this is an 


ambush, Keith, I'm coming for you first," he said, his voice a 
low growl. 


"No! It's not like that. I just. . if you're right, then I've been 
helping to do some 


pretty terrible things the last couple of years. | just thought 
that maybe | could make 


things right. Or at least see for myself, you know." 


Riley relaxed slightly, but he didn't sit back down. "We don't 
accept help from 


outsiders. In this part of the country, no one but other 
Transformed can be trusted. 


There's too much hate and fear. Hell, | nearly got shot by a 
priest once, back when | 


was a bit more optimistically naive." 


Keith could imagine it. People around here were fearful and 
hateful of 


anything different from them, and the Bible sure as hell 
didn't say anything about man 


turning into a wolf or sparking electricity from their fingers. 
The kindest priests 


merely cal ed them demons, or preached that they'd sold 
their souls for power. Keith 


hadn't been to church in a while. 


Riley moved impatiently, grabbing a candy bar from one of 
the bags and 


eating it in a few big bites. The bag was full of wrappers, 
and Keith realized that Riley 


must have had to drag him miles to get here. He must be 
exhausted. But he was 


leaving, heading for the door. 


"I'll leave these clothes at the edge of the parking lot, just 
inside the trees. 


You're awake now, you can keep that arm clean and get toa 
doctor for your head al by 


yourself." 
i Ri ley. I 


"There's a little food left if you want to rest here a while. The 
rest of town isa 


couple miles up the road. You can't miss it." 


"| don't want to lose you again." Keith moved without 
thinking, getting 


between Riley and the door. Riley tensed when Keith 
grabbed his arm, but he didn't 


move to shrug it off. For a second, Keith was afraid that his 
brother would shift and 


attack, but then he remembered the clothes. Riley would 
tangle in them, and it would 


slow him down too much; he wouldn't shift while he was 
dressed. 


"Why did you kiss me?" It wasn't the question Keith had 
expected. 


He dropped Riley's arm, terrified that this one thing hanging 
over them 


would drive them apart again, for the last time. "I'm sorry," 
he whispered. 


"Why?" 


"Because | love you," Keith said. The words tore his heart 
out, and he stood 


before Riley, open and bleeding as he waited for the killing 
blow. "There's never been 


anyone who could even come close." 


“There's only one way for us to be together, Keith. And you 
won't like it." 


It wasn't a killing blow, it was a gut shot. Keith felt as if the 
air had been 


knocked out of him, and he struggled to breathe—to think. 
Riley was offering him 


everything he'd dreamed of since the day his brother had 
left. All he had to do was 


turn his back on his humanity. 
Infected. Transcended. Transformed. 


Could he risk some hideous mutation just to be with his 
brother again? The 


knot on his head throbbed. 


He thought of Riley's wolf. The grace and beauty that his 
brother possessed 


because of this strange transformation. "Who would do it?" 
His voice cracked. 


"| could bring Amanda," Riley said. But Keith was already 
Shaking his head. 


He could never bring himself to have sex with a woman— 
he'd tried. "Then it would 


have to be me." 


Keith thought that the wave of longing would drown him, 
crush him with its 


depth and weight. His heart climbed his esophagus as he 
struggled to speak. "You?" 


"I'm the only gay carrier in more than a hundred miles of 
here, at least that we 


know of," Riley said. 
"You would do that?" 


Riley looked up and met his eyes, and Keith's world 
narrowed to that point of 


connection. His heart dropped back down his throat and 
began to race; he felt 


pinpricks of sweat break out on the back of his neck. Riley's 
gaze was intense, focused, 


and sincere. 


"I was scared," he said. "When you kissed me that day, | 
was scared and 


confused. Because | wanted you to. Because it felt so right." 


Something broke inside Keith, and he grabbed his brother 
and pul ed him in 


for a fierce kiss. It was like combat; the two of them 
grappled, letting years of pain and 


loss and longing free on one another in one great, 
passionate surge. Riley bit down on 


Keith's lip hard enough to draw blood, and Keith moaned 
into it as they slammed 


against the door together. 


There were no hampering clothes on Keith to remove, and 
his towel fell away 


in the violence of their encounter, leaving his cock bare and 
proud, already swelling 


with arousal at the idea of finally being with his brother in 
the way he now knew they 


both desired. Riley wasn't so fortunate, and Keith hissed as 
he brought his arms up to 


try to remove Riley's shirt. 


"Easy," Riley murmured, "wouldn't want you to strain 
yourself." 


Keith growled back, accepting the chal enge, and shoved 
Riley toward the bed, 


using surprise to topple his brother and land atop him. He 
bit down on Riley's neck, 


letting his tongue play over the flesh between his teeth 
before releasing him and 


moving lower, kissing his brother's bare chest and nipping 
at his nipples. Riley 


moaned and pushed at his brother, his hands moving to the 
waistband of his pants. 


Keith was glad to help him pull them out of the way, and 
Riley kicked free of his pants 


and shoes an instant before Keith was on top of him again. 


He thought he had the upper hand, so Keith was surprised 
when Riley 


hooked a leg around him and pushed, suddenly pinning him 
to the bed. He moaned 


as Riley kissed him deeply, ravaging him with a passion that 
was miles away from that 


first kiss that had sent him running. 


Riley's hands slid over Keith's body, and Keith shuddered 
with pleasure as 


their cocks met, brushing against one another when Riley 
lifted up. He shifted his 


hips, moaning as his cock skimmed across the soft surface 
of his brother's bel y, and 


then nearly lost his mind when Riley reached between them 
to take both of their 


cocks in his broad hand, stroking them together with a 
gentle touch. 


"Do it, please!" Keith cried out, forgetting their game of 
dominance and 


wanting only to be made whole for the first time, knowing 
that Riley was the only one 


in the world who could make him feel that way. 


Riley stood up and moved away, and Keith took the 
opportunity to turn over, 


rising up on his hands and knees to make penetration 
easier. Riley returned, slicking a 


handful of the cheap motel lotion over his cock as he came 
to kneel beside his brother. 


He tossed the bottle on the bed beside Keith and slid his 
erection between his 


brother’s spread cheeks, seeking entry. Keith moaned and 
pressed back, waiting for 


that moment of glory when he would be joined with his 
brother, but the pause turned 


into hesitation, and he glanced back to see his brother's 
stricken face. 


"| can't," Riley whispered. "They accuse us of corrupting 
normal people, of 


seducing them against their will, of rape. Earlier today you 
were hunting us, and now 


you want to join us? If | do this now, I'l be proving them 
right." 


"Women can infect men, right? It works both ways?" Keith 
asked. 


"Of course, but—" 


“Then don't do it. | will." Keith grabbed his brother and 
twisted, coming down 


on top of him and pressing his lips to Riley's as his groping 
hands felt for the bottle. 


He squeezed the lotion into his hand and stroked his own 
hard length, feeling his 


blood pulse through his shaft as he squeezed. He moved 
over Riley's body and nudged 


his legs apart, lifting his balls to find the passage they hid. 


He pressed the tip of his cock against Riley's tight bud, 
everything in him 


urging him to thrust home. But he broke the kiss, holding 
himself ready even though 


tension quivered through his entire body. He had to be sure. 
"Riley, please," he gasped. 


It was al he could manage, but Riley understood. 


Beneath him, Riley spread his legs and lifted his hips in 
invitation. "Keith, | 


want you. | want this. Fuck me, please!" 


That was al he needed to hear. Keith pushed, feeling the 
head of his cock slide 


through that tight ring of muscle, and then he was in, 
driving deep within his 


brother's beautiful body, sliding home. They both gasped in 
pleasure and relief as 


Keith sheathed himself in his brother's tight ass. He held 
himself there, overwhelmed, 


until the desire to move overrode every other emotion. 


Riley bucked and moaned beneath him, rising to meet his 
every thrust as 


Keith built a steady rhythm. He reached between them to 
wrap his hand around 


Riley's cock, and Riley met him, wrapping his hand around 
Keith's as they pumped 


together, moaning and shouting their pleasure as they both 
rode the heights. Riley 


came first, his hot come spurting between Keith's fingers, 
and he lowered himself onto 


Riley as his brother's convulsions of pleasure gripped his 
cock. Keith felt the slippery 


warmth of the come between their bodies as his cock pulsed 
with his own orgasm. 


Pleasure washed over him from the depth of his core, 
rendering him half-senseless. 


“How's your arm?" Riley panted beneath him. 
Keith laughed. "What arm?" 


Riley let Keith sleep as long as he could, but as the day died, 
he felt the itch. 


They were more than five miles from camp, and the rest of 
the Railroad was leaving 


without him, one way or another, an hour from dusk. It was 
an easy run in wolf form, 


but with a half-blind human stumbling along in the dark 
behind him, it would be both 


far too slow and dangerous to even attempt. 


"Keith," he said. He shook his brother gently and warmed at 
the way Keith 


smiled up at him. It was as if he had given his brother the 
one thing he had ever 


desired, and that gift had fulfilled them both. "How are you 
feeling?" 


"Warm," Keith said, sounding surprised. "And tingly." 


“That's the change setting in. Maybe if we're lucky, you'll be 
able to fly." Riley 


grinned, but he doubted they'd get so lucky. For one thing, 
no one had been able to fly, 


though some people could hover. For another, he bet flying 
would take a /ot of 


practice. 
"What do | do?" 


"Get up and move around. Maybe you'll access the change 
by accident." Riley 


sat up and stretched. 


Keith stood, took two steps before tripping over one of the 
shopping bags, 


which had been left scattered on the floor. He reached to 
catch himself, then b/urred. 


Riley blinked hard, and realized that Keith was standing 
halfway across the room 


looking stunned. He turned to Riley slowly, as if afraid to 
move. 


"Did | just teleport?" 


Riley laughed. "No, | think you just moved, really fast. Try to 
run to the 


bathroom." Keith did, blurring and reappearing at the 
doorway to the bathroom. Riley 


laughed as the wind of Keith's passage blew his hair gently 
back, and Keith turned 


Slowly back, laughing, too. 
“That's really cool." 


"Yeah, and you just needed sex with a monster and to give 
up your hair color 


to get it." 


Keith spun like a dervish, stared into the mirror, and realized 
Riley was joking 


almost before Riley finished uttering the tease. He blurred 
back toward Riley again, 


and Riley jerked back in surprise, only to have Keith go 
sprawling across the bed at his 


feet. 
“That wasn't funny," Keith said. "What the fuck?" 


"That was funny, and if you are referring to your fall, | didn't 
trip you; you did. 


You have super speed, but that doesn't mean your feet 
won't get caught up." 


"What's this?" Keith's ankle had tangled around a strap 
peeking out from 


under the bed. 


"Your weapons bag. | shoved it out of the way. Well, tried to 
shove it out of the 


Way. 


Keith stood blinking at the bag. "I might have killed you 
before. If I'd known 


this was here," he said slowly, quietly. 


Riley felt a shiver run down his spine, but didn't let it show 
on his face. It hurt, 


but it didn't really surprise him. He'd been willing to risk it 
for his brother's sake. 


“Both of your sets of clothes are filthy. And the shredded 
pair is wet. | used 


your credit card and bought you some fresh stuff while | was 
out earlier. It's hiking 


gear, so it should hold up." 


Keith met his eyes and nodded, and Riley hoped that he 
knew to let the 


subject stay dropped. Keith was one of them now. That other 
stuff. . that was before. 


"There's only one set of clothes here. What are you going to 
wear?" 


Riley grinned. "My finest furs, bro." 


The first few minutes in the woods were painful for both of 
them. Keith 


couldn't help tumbling every few feet, his superior speed no 
match for the rough 


ground and the roots, branches, and shrubbery. Riley could 
see the obstacles but 


couldn't really communicate them, and the ridiculousness of 
their soeed made him 


want to howl. 


Finally, Riley had an idea. He shifted back, wrapping his 
arms around his 


naked body as the cool night air whipped into his 
unprotected human flesh. "Keith, 


come here, slowly." Keith moved carefully through the brush 
to his side. "So you can 


still move slowly if you want to, right?" 
"What kind of question is that?" 


"What if instead of trying to run super-fast, you just try to go 
at a normal jog? 


Your reflexes are insane; maybe you can catch yourself 
better if you're not trying to 


run like a bullet train." Keith frowned thoughtfully, and then 
turned in the direction 


that they'd been heading and moved in an exaggerated, 
almost cartoonish jog. He 


caught his foot on a root almost immediately, but his leg 
moved faster than his mind, 


untangling itself from the protrusion, and he continued at 
the same pace without 


stumbling. 
"You're brilliant, little brother." 


"At that pace, we should make camp before they leave. It's 
a miracle!" He shot 


his brother a wolfish grin, and then shifted and gave him the 
real thing before trotting 


out ahead to lead Keith through the dark. 


They were less than half a mile from camp when Riley 
smelled something 


familiar, and all of his alarms started ringing. He gave a bark 
and leapt for his brother. 


Before his back paws had even left the ground, a tree 
rippled just twenty feet ahead of 


them, and Camille stepped out of the shadows, curiosity 
painting her face. Keith's 


arms blurred as he reached for the semi-auto at his waist 
and brought it around 


toward the woman-child who'd surprised him. 


There was the shock of impact as their bodies collided, and 
Riley's ears were 


pounded with the bang, bang of two quick shots. Then they 
were tumbling together, 


and Riley yipped as a tree caught him across the back, 
arresting their roll. 


The next thing he knew, Keith was kneeling over him, 
shouting his name. He 


tried to answer, but a doggy wuff emerged instead, and he 
realized he was stil in wolf 


form. It was enough for his brother, though. Keith sat back 
on his heels, rubbing his 


hands over his face and wincing when they found his knot. 
"I'm so sorry, man. She 


came out of fucking nowhere." 


Riley would have laughed if he could. How many times had 
he warned 


Camil e about doing stupid shit like this? Then he went cold 
al over. Had he gotten 


Keith's gun down in time? He struggled upright, and Keith 
reached to steady him or 


maybe to hold him down. "I don't know," he said, seeming 
to understand Riley's 


urgency. "She vanished again. | guess she's one of yours?" 


Riley gave an exaggerated nod and moved to find the place 
where Camille had 


been standing. There wasn't any blood smel , and if there 
was the scent of urine on the 


tree roots, no one else had to know. He nearly sagged in 
relief, but then brought his 


ears and tail up to show Keith that all was wel before he got 
to assuming that he'd 


killed a little girl. Keith nodded, sighing heavily, and they 
started toward camp again, 


each nursing their own lumps and bruises. 


Terri stepped out of the light at the edge of camp as soon as 
they approached, 


and her eyes tracked Keith with a hard glint, even as she 
smiled and held out her 


hand. "Heya, stranger," she said, and Keith reached out 
automatically. Riley gave a 


bark that startled them both, and Terri pul ed her hand back 
as if it had been burned, 


hiding it behind her back. 


"Riley! Thank goodness! Where have you been? And who is 
this?" She reached 


for his robe and held it up for him. 


Riley shifted, gratefully shrugging into the warm garment. 
He turned and 


found Keith standing at the edge of camp, still rooted to 
where he'd been when Terri 


had greeted him. "She protects the camp. She can exude a 
neurotoxin through her 


Skin, like those poisonous frogs," Riley explained. 


Keith's mouth dropped open. "You kill people by shaking 
hands?" 


Terri's eyes narrowed. "If | have to. And only if | mean to." 


"We have a lot of people to protect here, Keith. And a lot of 
people who mean 


us harm," Riley reminded him. Keith ducked his head in 
what Riley took to be a sort 


of apology. "We have to get moving. Get everyone 
gathered." 


"Riley, wait! Is that Keith?" Amanda moved from the 
collection of tents, taking 


him by the arm to drag him aside. 
"He's okay, Amanda, | promise." 
“He was with them," she hissed. 


"| Transformed him myself." He waited as emotions flickered 
across her face. 


Her eyes went wide and then softened with compassion. 
"Let's get al these kids out of 


here." 


He went to Camil e's tent, intending to have a word with her 
about her 


extracurricular jaunts, but her tent was empty except for a 
piece of paper on her 


Sleeping bag. He stiffened when he read it. 
Dear everyone, 


Thanks so much for taking me along with you this far. | 
thought safety was what 


| wanted, but I know now that I need to use my skil s to help 
others. | heard Terri say 


that this is your last run. Maybe I can find some help and 
take your place. Do me a favor 


and tel my parents | settled somewhere nice. 


He squeezed his eyes shut, the pain washing over him for 
several long 


minutes. Once he composed himself, he took the note to 
Share with Amanda and 


Terri. 


Amanda's eyes filled with tears, but she nodded toward the 
knot of people and 


small children that had gathered at the edge of camp. "We 
have to get moving. We're 


running out of time to meet Rocky." He was a canny old goat 
who'd been an unfailing 


source of fake passports for their groups, but he would only 
wait so long. 


"You get the group moving. I'l go find her." 


"We need you here, Riley. She's made her choice; we can't 
force her to come." 


He wanted to argue, but she was right. Keith put a warm 
hand on his 


shoulder, and Riley leaned into his brother, seeking strength 
from a connection 


reborn. "Let's go." 


As they moved, Keith told what he could about what the 
Corps was likely to 


do. In the past, the Corps had moved to cover as much 
border as possible, spreading 


agents out along possible crossing routes. They moved with 
that in mind, and found 


Alex and his team exactly where they were expected to be. 
Amanda and Terri took the 


families across the border and out of harm's way, but Keith 
couldn't leave without at 


least trying to set the record straight. Riley stayed firmly at 
his side. 


Keith thought that they must have looked shocking 
emerging from the 


wilderness as they did. At first they might have looked like a 
man and his dog, but 


there were miles from the nearest human habitation, and it 
soon became clear that 


Riley was no dog. 


It was sad, Keith thought, but not surprising that Alex, alone 
in the dark, 


didn't lower his gun even after he saw Keith's face. Alex's 
eyes dropped to Riley and 


his aim wavered, and then he settled the gun back on Keith. 


"It's over, Keith. James and his crew cal ed it in. We know 
you're a Spy." 


Keith lifted his hands away from his sign in a gesture of 
goodwill. "All | was 


ever guilty of was being gay. James set me up, Alex, and 
Cotter signed off on it." 


"And that?" Alex jerked the gun at Riley and Keith tensed 
involuntarily. "You 


brought the proof here yourself, traitor." 


"My brother found me bleeding and unconscious on the side 
of the road after 


James ambushed me. We've had it all wrong, Alex; they 
never wanted to hurt us, they 


just wanted to be left to live in peace." He took a step 
forward, but stopped when Alex 


raised his gun as if to fire. "We've been kil ing innocents. It 
has to stop." 


"You recruited me, Keith. You trained me. Why should | 
believe that we've 


had it wrong all along?" 


“That's exactly it! You know how | operated, how | recruited. 
Does that seem 


like the actions of a spy to you? | could have stayed in the 
dark and let Riley tear your 


throat out, but | came here to talk. Because things have to 
change in the Corps, Alex. 


They won't listen to me, but maybe they'l listen to you. You 
can protect people 


without hunting down anyone who is different." 


Alex wavered, his gun slowly lowering as he considered his 
position. He 


started to speak, and then his eyes went wide as he focused 
on something over Keith's 


shoulder. 


From behind him someone yelled, "Don't worry; I've got 
him!", but Keith was 


already stepping to one side as he turned to assess the 
threat. A gun barked, and Alex 


shouted and dropped as Rick Tyler, the hesitant recruit, 
came running out of the 


woods from behind where they had been standing, gun in 
hand. 


A second later, Rick went down under Riley's furry mass. It 
was, Keith 


thought, as complete a disaster as he ever could have 
feared. He stood removed, 


watching as Riley tore into Rick's gun hand before he even 
thought to question how 


badly Alex was hurt. 


Keith moved to Alex's side, trusting his brother to watch his 
back. His former 


second was conscious, if barely. The blood ran thick and 
black like a river from his 


gut. 


"No worries, Alex, just relax and we'll get you patched right 
up," he said, 


applying pressure to the wound. 


"I'm sorry, Keith. | would have tried. | don't know if | could 
have changed 


anything, but | would have tried." 


"| know." Keith squeezed Alex's shoulder and watched the 
lights go out behind 


his eyes. 


Rick was still screaming behind him, and Keith turned to see 
that Riley was 


only standing over the man and looking threatening. "It's 
okay, give him room," Keith 


said. Riley stood back, and Rick jumped to his feet. 


"You'll pay, traitor!" he shouted, "James was right all along!" 
And then he tore 


off into the woods cradling his wounded arm. 


"Let him go," Keith said. He pressed his eyes closed, 
grieving lost friends and 


lost hope. He turned to his brother and the future. "Come 
on. Canada's waiting." 


"Do you want to go for a run?" Keith asked. The brothers 
had taken to 


running together, Riley in an al -out wolfish sprint, and Keith 
matching him with 


grace and stamina that increased by the day. 


As soon as his attention was diverted, Riley hooked a leg 
around Keith's and 


pushed him back. Keith responded instantly, blurring around 
his brother to take him 


down. Riley laughed as Keith pinned him to the bed. "You be 
careful, or I'l start using 


my special skills when we wrestle," he said. 


Keith grinned and leaned forward to nip at the back of 
Riley's neck, already 


shedding his pants. "Now that would be interesting. Doggy 
style?" 


Riley snorted as he unfastened his jeans, and Keith moaned 
when his 


brother's pale ass slid into view, his hands traveling over the 
Smooth curves and 


valleys. They both sighed, and Keith reached for the bottle 
of lube, unwil ing to wait 


any longer, unable to resist the lure of his brother's sexy 
body. 


“Hurry up," Riley urged. Keith kissed his lower back, letting 
his tongue flick 


out to tease his brother's spine, before moving into position 
and sliding his slicked 


cock to Riley's puckered hole. He teased for a moment, 
brushing against the flesh 


without giving in to what both of them wanted so badly, and 
then, with one quick 


thrust, he was home. 


"| love you," Keith said, pausing to enjoy the sensation of 
being buried deep. 


Riley moaned and squirmed against him, squeezing him as 
his muscles contracted. 


"| love you, too. I'm glad you joined us." 


"Me, too," Keith said. It had been a hard journey for both of 
them as they 


struggled to settle down in Canada and start from scratch 
after the tragedy at the 


border. They'd finally found their place in the middle of 
nowhere, working as a pair of 


resident park rangers. 


Riley stroked himself slowly, and the motion set off Keith's 
restrained urges. 


He began to move, glorying in the sensations, and was 
struck by the familiar sense of 


wonder and joy that he had been given something that had 
been out of reach and out 


of the realm of possibility for so long. 


His body burned with contained arousal as he rocked at the 
pace that was sure 


to send both of them spiraling out of control in no time. He 
thrust deeply as he felt his 


brother tense, and Riley cried out beneath him. Keith felt his 
balls tighten and his cock 


throb as the pleasure jolted through him, and a tear 
dampened the corner of his eye. 


Home. 





Analgesia 


Alisha Steele 


Brandon Patrel turned a page in his book, an old Ludlum 
favorite, and 


avoided looking out of his bedroom window. Avoided it with 
everything he had. He 


wasn't going to look. Who cared if Ethan was home for the 
first time in almost two 


years? Not Brandon. The last time he'd seen his brother, the 
asshole had broken his 


nose. 

Fuck Ethan. 

Ethan's luggage hit the hardwood in the front hall. 
A drop of sweat trickled down Brandon's temple. 


He flipped another page. 


Chapter 1 


When his bedroom door slammed back into the wall, it 
startled Brandon so 


badly he almost fell off his chair. Christ! He'd forgotten how 
annoying that was! 


"Bran-baby!" Ethan hollered at top volume. The guy simply 
had no ‘inside’ 


voice. "How's it goin', man?" 


"Don't call me that," Brandon said, the words as automatic 
as breathing—even 


after all this time. He sighed, closed the book, and 
reluctantly raised his eyes. His heart 


paused and then thumped, same as it always did when he 
looked at his older brother. 


Ethan hadn't changed. 


Sure, his hair was a bit longer. The ebony waves hung down 
past his shoulders 


now. It looked good on him. Then again, what didn't? And he 
had more tattoos. At 


least two that Brandon could see: one trailing up his throat 
to just behind his left ear, 


and the other a full arm sleeve down to his right wrist. His 
brother's black mesh tank 


top showed both off quite well. It also showcased the 
piercings in his nipples. Those 


were new. Big, fat, silver hoops that matched the pair in his 
ears. 


Basically, though, he looked the same. He was sexy as hell 
in his trademark 


black leather pants that rode way low on his hips to show off 
the cut 'V' of his groin, 


and knee-high, shit-kicker boots. 


Their mother must have been so thril ed by his brother's 
appearance. Brandon 


himself was. . well, okay, thril ed by his brother's 
appearance, but there was no fucking 


way he'd let him know! 


Ethan's coffee-dark eyes twinkled as Brandon looked him 
over. Those eyes 


were the only things that truly differentiated the pair, 
despite the three year difference 


in their ages. Brandon's were green. Other than that, they 
could have been twins: same 


high cheekbones, same pointed chin and razor straight 
nose. Wait. No. Brandon's nose 


wasn't straight anymore. It had a small but noticeable 
hump. 'Cause this asshole had 


broken it. 


So keep that in mind, he told his dick. Just keep it in mind, 
fella. His dick 


couldn't care less about his goddamn nose, all /t cared 
about was the wet dream 


standing in Brandon's doorway. He was rock-hard and Ethan 
hadn't even stepped 


fully into the room yet. Fuck, why couldn't his brother have 
just stayed gone? 


"Ah, baby," Ethan purred, dropping his duffel at his feet. 
"Why ya gotta be like 


that? You know you love it." He held out his arms. "Step up 
and give us a hug, yeah?" 


He'd picked up a bit of an accent. Brandon guessed 
nineteen months in 


England might do that to a guy. It sounded amazingly sexy 
combined with Ethan's 


natural, smoky rasp. There was a very good reason he was 
the frontman of 


Vancouver's latest up-and-coming punk band. 


Brandon sighed and stood up, glancing down to make sure 
his shirttails 


covered his erection. "You want a hug, Ethan?" he asked, his 
own voice barely above a 


whisper. Who was Ethan kidding? The last time they'd seen 
each other he couldn't get 


away from Brandon's arms fast enough. Now he wanted a 
hug? "Then you fuckin’ step 


up." Brandon held out his own arms, the gesture more of a 
challenge than a welcome. 


Ethan strode into the room and swept Brandon into his 
arms. He smelled 


good. Sooo good. Without his conscious consent, Brandon 
found himself hugging his 


brother back, the embrace just this side of desperate. 


"Look at you," Ethan murmured, his nose tucked into the 
wicked sensitive 


spot just under Brandon's chin. His firm, silky lips moved 
against the column of 


Brandon's throat. 
Oh, God. 


Brandon attempted to step back, but Ethan's arms 
tightened around 


Brandon's waist. "You're a giant," he said, smiling that 
goddamned devastating smile of 


his. "Bet you get all the girls, huh?" 


Arms still wrapped loose around his brother's shoulders, 
Brandon grimaced 


and said, "Not so much. I'm gay, Ethan." 


He didn't know what to make of the flare that lit Ethan's 
eyes. He'd expected 


his brother to step away at his pronouncement. Hell, /eap 
away. 


Ethan didn't leap away. He just nodded and gave Brandon's 
waist another 


squeeze. "Ahh," he sighed. "I thought maybe that was a 
phase." His hot, pink tongue 


darted out to tease across his lower lip. He had incredible 
lips, the top fine and 


perfectly shaped, the bottom lush and full. 


Brandon tracked the movement, helpless not to. "Not so 
much," he said again. 


His voice had turned husky. Hopefully, Ethan wouldn't 
notice. 


"All the boys, then," Ethan said, lifting his shoulder in a 
shrug. "Whatever. Just 


saying you're hot, bro." He ruffled his hand through 
Brandon's hair and finally, final y, 


stepped back. Brandon had to make a very concerted effort 
to stay upright, and not 


just sag into a boneless slump of relief and, if he were to be 
completely candid, regret. 


"You've got a great bod," Ethan went on, walking back to the 
door. "Great 


hair. ." 


Brandon pushed his hand through his hair self-consciously. 
He'd gone fora 


collegiate cut—what with starting college in the fall—super 
short at the back and 


sides, longer on top, and shaggy, floppy bangs. A/ the better 
to hide behind, m'dear. 


He wasn't sure he liked it. 


" Great hair," Ethan said again, picking up on Brandon's 
subtle body language 


the same way he always had, as if no time had passed at 
all. He tossed his desperately 


confused brother a wink and slung his duffel over his 
shoulder. "Plus that gorgeous 


face. ." His grin turned sly. "If | do say so myself." 


For the first time in, oh, say the seven days since he'd 
learned Ethan was 


coming home, Brandon smiled. "Narcissistic much?" he 
deadpanned. 


The sound of Ethan's decadent chuckle was music to 
Brandon's Ethan-starved 


soul. "You know it, baby!" Ethan hollered, stomping down 
the hall to his own room. 


"Inside voice, Ethan!" their mother cal ed up the stairs. 


Brandon sank back into his desk chair and swiped another 
Shaky hand 


through his hair. That hadn't gone at all the way he'd 
dreaded it would. 


If Ethan was willing to forgive and forget, then Brandon 
could, too. He loved 


the guy. Had loved him long before he'd lusted after him. 
And damn, he'd just missed 


him so friggin’ much! 


He could do this. Put aside al his fucked up incestuous 
feelings and try to 


have a relationship—a normal relationship—with his brother. 


His amazing, talented, so-fucking-hot-it-hurt-to-look-at-him 
brother. . 


Brandon's palm dropped to his cock. 
Oh, God. 

His head dropped to his desk. 

There was no way he could do this. 


" Goonies or Lost Boys?" their mother asked, her pretty face 
flushed—probably 


with the pleasure of having both her boys home and to 
herself, if only for one night. 


Brandon was glad to see her happy. Since Dad had run off 
with the hot, 


blonde librarian, Mom had rarely smiled. When the divorce 
papers had cleared a 


month ago, he'd actually been afraid for her sanity. 


Brandon had been so worried that he'd thought about 
calling Ethan himself, 


but Mom had beaten him to it. She'd asked her eldest to 
come home and help get the 


house ready to list. There were repairs that needed to be 
done and the whole place 


needed a paint job. 


Mom made good money, but not good enough to keep the 
three-thousand- 


square-foot home that both boys had grown up in. Dad was 
catching the bill for 


Brandon's college, and Ethan's, if the guy ever pulled it 
together enough to go, but he 


wasn't putting a penny into the house, not when she was 
‘getting all the fucking profit 


when it sold’. 
Yeah. Things were pretty bitter between his parents. 


To Brandon's surprise, Ethan had agreed to come. Selflessly 
putting his 


burgeoning music career on hold until Mom got resettled. 


Actually, it wasn't that surprising. Ethan loved his mother; it 
was his kid 


brother he seemed to have a problem with. 
"Brandon? Brandon!" 


Brandon zoned back in when his mother gave him a not so 
gentle love-tap on 


the top of his head. "Hmmm? Whichever, Mom," he 
mumbled, taking a swig of beer. 


He was almost twenty and still felt weird drinking around his 
mother. "You know | 


just like, totally /ove all your geeky, eighties fangirl movies." 


"Spaz," Ethan snickered as he stretched his feet out on the 
coffee table. 


Brandon looked at his brother's feet, and then glanced up at 
his mother, 


eyebrows raised. That shit was not al owed. She just gave 
her eldest an indulgent smile 


before turning her gaze back to her youngest. "The movie 
was decided already, dear, 


while you were off in la la land. | asked if you'd make some 
popcorn." 


"Oh." Brandon's cheeks flushed. Ethan laughed at him some 
more. The dick. 


"Sure," he said, managing to 'accidentally' mash his palm 
into his brother's face as he 


got up. 


Ethan flailed. "Maaa," he whined, sounding all of about ten 
years old. "Get 


him off me!" 


"Brandon, get off your brother," she said, not even 
bothering to turn around as 


she knelt in front of the DVD player. 
Ethan smirked and flipped him off. 


Brandon got to the archway leading into the kitchen, whirled 
around, and 


gave his brother the double bird. 'Fuck you!’ he mouthed 
with a big grin on his face. 


It was just like old times. 


One of Ethan's dark brows rose. 'Anytime,' he mouthed right 
back. 


Brandon's whole body flushed this time. He ducked into the 
kitchen, close to 


hyperventilating. What the fuck did Ethan think he was 
doing saying shit like that? 


Seriously! What the fuck? 


Brandon was drifting in and out of consciousness, his head 
in his mother's lap 


as she stroked his hair. The closing credits rolled on 
Goonies. 


"C'mon, sleeping beauty," came Ethan's smoky voice from 
just above him. 


"Time for bed." When Brandon didn't move, Ethan added, 
"Hey, | don't actually need 


to kiss you to wake your ass up, do |?" 


Disconcerted, Brandon's lashes fluttered open. He rolled 
onto his back and 


looked up into his brother's dark, amused eyes. Christ, he'd 
forgotten that Ethan was 


home. Suddenly, he realized that it wasn't his mother's lap 
he was cuddled into. Nor 


were those his mother's fingers stroking through his shaggy 
bangs. 


"Cause | will," Ethan said. 


"Wh. . huh?" Brandon muttered intelligently. "Where's 
Mom?" He rubbed 


sleep out of his eyes, in no big hurry to get up. 


Ethan's crooked smile looked good, even upside down. "She 
went to bed 


hours ago." He petted Brandon's hair some more, the 
gesture oddly soothing. Oddly 


intimate. "You were passed out cold." 


Brandon frowned. How did his head end up in Ethan's lap? 
He scrubbed a 


palm down his face, feeling befuddled. Ethan continued to 
play with his hair. He 


didn't seem in that big a hurry to have his brother get up 
either. 


This was. . nice. 
"Dude, you lookin' for that kiss, or what?" 
Fuck. Well, it was nice—for a second there. 


Brandon pushed himself away. "Fuck you, Ethan," he sighed. 
He stood and 


stretched, his spine popping al along its length. When he 
brought his arms back down 


he found his brother's gaze glued to his stomach, where his 
Shirt had ridden up to 


show off the six-pack he now sported. Brandon hadn't been 
nearly this toned when 


Ethan had left. Nineteen months was a long time. 
Things changed. 


Ethan's eyes rose slowly. "I already told ya, babe, anytime." 
He tipped Brandon 


a wink. 


Brandon's vision washed red. See that—that right there— 
was a big part of his 


fucking problem! Ethan flirted like other people breathed. 
He flirted with nuns and 


little old ladies, with teachers and cops and, yes, with his 
own brother, and while 


intellectually, Brandon knew it didn't mean anything, 
emotionally, it fucked him over. 


Hard. 


"Yeah?" Before he could think better of it, Brandon straddled 
his brother's lap. 


His fists tangled in al that glorious hair, and he wrenched 
Ethan's head back. "How 


‘pout right now?" he gritted out, his lips mere mil imeters 
from Ethan's. 


He'd never seen Ethan's eyes go quite that round before. 


They stayed locked in that position for almost a ful minute, 
Brandon 


breathing hard, Ethan not daring to breathe at all. The urge 
to lean that little bit closer, 


to slant his mouth across his brother's and just take what 
he'd been dreaming about 


for way too long, was almost overwhelming. But no, Mom 
needed Ethan here and 


Brandon wasn't going to jeopardize that. 
He just wanted his brother to back off. 


"Look," Brandon whispered, his gaze roving over Ethan's 
beautiful, slack- 


jawed face. "I'l keep it together while you're home." He sat 
back on his brother's 


thighs. "Mom needs us, so this time ne/ther of us has the 
option of running half-way 


across the world to get away from each other. But you're 
gonna stop with the teasing, 


man." He tightened his fists once more, giving his brother's 
hair a cruel yank before 


letting the silken strands slip free. Something that sounded 
like a whimper escaped 


Ethan's throat. "It stops." Brandon's tone brooked no 
argument. "Right here and right 


fucking now, it stops. Am I making myself clear?" 
Narrowed green eyes clashed with wide brown ones. 


Apparently, that was al the answer Brandon was going to 
get. So, after a long, 


strained second, he gave his brother a tight nod and 
crawled off his lap. 


Chapter 2 


Before their mom went to work the next morning, she had 
left a list of stuff 


that needed to be done and, at some point, Ethan had 
divided it in half, leaving 


Brandon's portion stuck to the fridge with a smiling, 
strawberry-faced magnet. 


Brandon slogged through his chores, listening to his brother 
move around the 


house, the bastard always managing to slip away when 
Brandon conspired to catch 


him in the same room -mumbled ‘excuse me's the only 
words they exchanged. 


As soon as it got dark, Ethan took off. 


When the prick rolled in—waking Brandon up at the ass- 
crack of dawn— 


Brandon lay half-asleep, listening to the murmur of voices 
coming from below his 


bedroom window. Ethan's and someone else's, someone 
female. 


It went on too long to be a simple goodbye, and a nagging 
Suspicion made 


Brandon slip out of his warm, comfy bed. "Not after only one 
day back in town," he 


muttered to himself. Surely not. Even Ethan wasn't that. . 
Son of a bitch! 


Brandon watched his brother grope the little redheaded 
waitress from 


Appleby's—the one on Burbank. Funny, as soon as Brandon 
had set eyes on her— 


Karen, he was pretty sure that's what her name was—he'd 
known that if his brother 


had been home he'd be al over that. Great big, perfectly 
round tits, a waist you could 


span with one hand, and mile-long legs that looked fan- 
fucking- tastic in the four inch 


heels she seemed to favor. Though, how she managed to 
work in them had always 


struck Brandon as a mystery. 


Brandon's best friend, Paul, had been panting after her for 
months, but she'd 


never given him the time of day. She had deigned to flirt 
with Brandon once or twice. 


He'd nixed that idea pretty quickly. Girls like Karen simply 
weren't used to being 


ignored. 


It was a problem she didn't seem to be experiencing with 
Brandon's older 


brother. 


Brandon growled and reached for his Nikon digital camera 
and its handy 10X 


ZOOM. 


Ethan had her pressed back against the hood of her green 
SUV, his hand right 


up her teeny-tiny denim skirt. Karen was moaning and 
writhing like a whore, so it 


wasn't too hard to imagine what, exactly, Ethan was doing 
to her. When she was done 


with the pornographic display, Karen slid off the hood and 
pushed his brother down 


in her place. 


As quietly as he could, Brandon slid his window up farther. 
Not only did he 


want to see this, he wanted to hear it. He'd thought he'd 
been relatively stealthy, but at 


the hiss of wood scraping against wood, Ethan cocked his 
head and glanced up. 


Cursing under his breath, Brandon jumped back. 


A second or two passed—a second or two that he spent 
straining to hear even 


the slightest sound—and when he couldn't hear shit, 
Brandon raised the camera for 


another look. 
And what a look he got. 


Ethan was draped over that hood like the world's hottest 
friggin' hood 


ornament, leaning back on his elbows, al nonchalant, 
masculine beauty even with his 


pants down around his ankles, and Karen bobbing on his 
cock like a goddamned pro. 


Ethan lazily tweaked his own nipples, silver hoops gleaming 
in the dawn's 


ruddy glow. His eyes were still trained on Brandon's window. 


Brandon groaned, took the camera away from his face for 
the precious second 


it took to turn off the flash, and then raised it again. There 
was no way Ethan could 


see him, hunkered down as he was behind the barely parted 
Slats of his wooden 


blinds. Or so he hoped. 


Ethan's lips curved as he reached down to pul back the 
cranberry colored 


curtain of the girl's hair. Brandon's first pic was a crystal 
clear shot of her plum- 


stained lips wrapped around the base of his brother's cock. 
He groaned again and 


dropped a hand to his own cock, where it strained the 
confines of his threadbare 


pajama bottoms. 
Only, now he couldn't take a picture. Fuck! 


With a third groan, this one of pure frustration, Brandon 
raised the camera 


once more. He'd jack off later. God knew he'd have the 
fodder for it. Snapping away, 


Brandon managed to block Karen from most of the shots, 
zooming in on his brother's 


face and on his long, fine fingers pinching his nipples raw as 
the girl worked him over. 


He was so beautiful. 


When the time came, Ethan pushed Karen away, completely 
off him, and took 


his own dick in hand. Four long, hard strokes—followed by 
this wristy-twisty move, 


just under the head, that Brandon immediately committed 
to memory without 


allowing himself to wonder why—and Ethan was coming. His 
brother tossed back his 


head, bared his teeth, and treated Brandon to the most 
spectacular money shot he'd 


ever seen—come landing in copious, creamy arcs al over his 
torso. 


And that was that as far as Brandon was concerned. He 
dropped the camera 


against his own chest, took his own cock in hand and 
followed his brother into 


orgasmic oblivion, Ethan's name a ragged moan trapped 
behind his lips. 


Brandon was mopping up the mess he'd managed to make 
of himself, still 


breathing hard, when he heard the SUV's engine turn over. 
Quick as he'd ever moved 


in his life, he leapt back into bed, yanked the blankets up 
around his shoulders and 


flipped over to face away from the door. 


A few minutes later, Ethan climbed the stairs. Brandon's 
heart lodged in his 


throat when he heard his brother pause outside his bedroom 
door. Ethan wouldn't. 


Would he? 
No. 
He wouldn't. 


The footsteps continued on, soft-stepping their way into 
Ethan's room. 


"So glad you decided to join us, dear," Mrs. Patrel said, her 
voice dripping 


sarcasm. "I certainly hope this isn't what time you got up 
yesterday. | told Julia we'd 


have the house ready by July 1st." 


“Here, man," Ethan said, sliding a plate piled high with 
scrambled eggs and 


bacon onto the table in front of Brandon's spot. "I kept this 
warm for ya." 


Still sleep muddled, Brandon gave his brother a tentative 
smile as his eyes 


wandered to the clock on the stovetop. Ten-thirty? Holy 
crap! How the hel had he 


managed to sleep 'til ten-thirty? 


"Yes, your brother made breakfast for us. It was ready when 
| got in at seven." 


She smiled adoringly at her eldest. "I guess he remembered 
that I'd be coming back 


this morning." 


Brandon's smile flipped into a frown. If Ethan had been up at 
seven that 


meant the prick hadn't even gotten to bed yet. He'd be 
fucking useless today. 


"Ah, cut him some slack, Mom." Ethan rubbed soothing 
circles on his 


mother's back. "He worked hard yesterday. We both did. 
He's just worn out. | think 


the poor bastard's still growing." 


It was incredibly annoying how Ethan always seemed to 
know exactly the 


right thing to say to women. Any woman, even—hell, 
especial y— their mom. 


Mrs. Patrel 's dark eyes, so like her eldest son's, softened. 
"You're right," she 


admitted. "I'm sorry, Brandon. You know | appreciate how 
you've given up your 


Summer for your poor old mother. Sit," she said, patting the 
seat of the chair beside 


her. "Eat. Though, gosh, | hope you don't get too much 
taller. You'll have to duck to get 


through doorways." 


Ethan barked a laugh as he turned to grab his little brother a 
cup of fresh 


coffee. 


"Dick," Brandon bitched under his breath. When the hot 
mug was in his hand 


he had to add, "Thanks," to the insult, diffusing it somewhat. 


"Welcome," Ethan said, smiling widely. "Gigantor." 


Brandon kicked him in the shin. Ethan retaliated by swatting 
him in the head. 


"Boys!" their mother snapped. "Enough. My God, you'd think 
you were both 


still chil. ." Her jaw dropped open in a huge yawn. She 
Slapped a hand over her mouth, 


cheeks flaring red. " Excuse me," she gasped. "How 
unforgivably rude." 


The brothers shared a grin. Mom must have been real y 
tired to yawn without 


first covering her mouth. Manners were kind of her ‘shtick’, 
her list of 'unforgivably 


rude' things was too high to count, and certainly too long to 
keep track of. 


"Totally forgivable, Mom," Ethan argued, bringing his own 
coffee to the table. 


He snagged a piece of Brandon's bacon as he sat. Brandon 
Snapped a bite at his 


brother's retreating fingers. "Tell us what paint to get, and 
then go to bed," Ethan went 


on. "The living room and dining room are primed and ready 
to go." He made a subtle 


move as if to reach out and take another piece. Brandon 
curled his arm protectively 


around his plate and growled like a dog. Ethan snickered. 
"You got the hallways 


started, too, right, Bran?" he asked, his tone affectionate. 


Brandon couldn't help but smile back. "Yeah," he mumbled 
around a 


mouthful. "Done." 


Talking with food in your mouth—that was another 
unforgivable. His mother 


didn't notice, however. She was too busy rifling through the 
black hole she called a 


purse. 
"For God's sake. Where are they?" she moaned. 


Brandon watched her getting more and more agitated until 
he couldn't stand 


it anymore. He pushed his plate to the side, grabbed the 
bag off his mother's lap, and 


dumped it on the table in front of him. A trio of paint 
samples were the last things to 


flutter out. Brandon picked them up. "Lookin' for these?" 


His mother gaped, and then she hauled off and hit him, her 
tiny little fist 


making a big dent in his shoulder. 
Ethan barked another laugh. 


"Oww! Hey," Brandon said, ducking her next swing. "I was 
trying to help." 


"Brat." She stood up huffily and glared down her nose at 
him. All 5'2" of her. 


"The colors I've chosen for each room are marked. You'l 
have to measure to see how 


much you'll need. And clean up my damn purse!" So saying, 
she swept from the room, 


somehow managing to look majestic in bare feet and a 
Canary yel ow robe. 


"Brat," Ethan mimicked. He raised his coffee cup in salute 
before taking 


another sip. Now that their mother was no longer in the 
room, Brandon's brother had 


allowed his shoulders to slump, clearly exhausted. He 
dropped his chin onto his fist, 


propped up by the breakfast table and said, "So | was good, 
huh?" 


Brandon swallowed his last bite of eggs too quickly and 
began to choke. "Wha 


—" he gasped out between coughs. "What?" 


Ethan pounded on his brother's back. "Making breakfast, | 
meant. Being up 


when Mom got home. / was the good one, for once." Even 
after Brandon had stopped 


choking, Ethan's hand stayed on his back, his palm warm 
and heavy through 


Brandon's thin, cotton shirt. 


"You didn't even go to bed, did you?" Brandon asked, his 
throat raw. 


One of his brother's black brows twitched up. "I'm sure | 
don't know what—" 


"Cut the shit, Ethan. It was already light out when you. ." 
Too late, Brandon realized that he'd fucked up. 

"Ahhh." 

That's all Ethan had to say? Ahhh? 


Brandon stood so fast his chair fell backward. Ethan caught 
it and righted the 


stupid thing as Brandon backed away, trying to put as much 
distance between them as 


he possibly could. "Look, just go to bed, okay? Grab a few 
hours sleep. I'll get the paint 


myself. She'll never know." 


Ethan stood as well, the movement indolent. Brandon's eyes 
dropped down 


his brother's body, past his too-tight black tee to his way 
too-tight black jeans. Ethan's 


dick was a hard, obvious bulge pressed against the jean's 
seam. 


Jesus, why was Ethan's dick hard? 


"I'l sleep when I'm dead, babe," Ethan drawled, drawing 
Brandon's eyes back 


up. His grin was feral when Brandon's gaze finally met his 
own. "Let's go get us some 


paint." 


Chapter 3 


"Brandon? Brandon Patrel ?" 


A boy with short, honey-blond hair and a deliciously tight 
body appeared just 


to Brandon's left. Dimples creased the guy's tanned cheeks 
as he looked up, way up, at 


the youngest Patrell brother. 
"It is you," tanned and tight said. "Wow, you got tall!" 


Brandon tried to place him. Surely he should remember 
such a good-looking 


specimen of hunk, but he was drawing a complete blank— 


Blondie ducked his head, a blush crawling up the collar of 
his orange Home 


Depot work shirt. "It's me. Jake Saunders?" His voice lilted 
up at the end, turning his 


own name into a question. "I was your chem partner in. ." 


"Oh," Brandon gasped. Ohh! Wow. The Jake Saunders he'd 
known hadn't 


looked anything like this. "Jake. Yeah! Good to see you. You 
look. ." Here, he had to 


stop because he had absolutely no idea if Jake was gay or 
not, and what he'd been 


about to say could be taken badly by a straight guy. 


Movement out of the corner of his peripheral vision drew 
Brandon's 


attention. His eyes flicked left to catch Ethan glaring at 
them. 


Brandon looked back to Jake, noticing for the first time how 
close together 


they were standing. How laser focused Jake was on his face. 
Brandon licked his lips, 


nice and slow, testing Jake's reaction. 
Jake's Adam's apple bobbed on a gulp. 
Heh. Suck on this, brother mine. 


Brandon gave Jake a sultry smile and wrapped his arms 
around his former 


classmate, leaning down to whisper, "You look fucking 
amazing!" directly over the 


guy's ear. 


Jake shivered and clutched him even closer, allowing 
Brandon to feel the 


bulge stirring to life in his paint stained jeans. "Brandon 
Patrell," Jake said, his own 


lips moving against Brandon's lightly stubbled jaw. "I can't 
believe it's really you. God, 


| had the hots for you so bad." 


"Had?" he asked, flicking his tongue against Jake's earlobe. 
"Or have?" 


Brandon rocked his hips forward the slightest amount—they 
were standing in the 


middle of the paint department at Home Depot, after all. 


Jake's groan was gratifyingly loud. Brandon smiled and 
rocked his hips again. 


"Fuck," Jake panted, grinding his now entirely erect dick into 
Brandon's. 


"You're gonna get me fired, Patrel ." 


Brandon sighed and stepped back. He'd just been playing; 
he didn't want the 


poor guy to get in trouble. "Sorry." 


Jake wrinkled his nose in an entirely adorable way. "Sorry? 
Don't be sorry! 


Dude, you almost made me cream my jeans just from 
licking my ear!" He shook his 


head in apparent wonder. "Please, p/ease, tell me you're 
single." 


Ethan's arm came around Brandon's waist. "We should get 
the paint and get 


back," he said, his words clipped. 


Brandon gave his brother a long look. Ethan avoided his 
eyes, sneering 


instead at the blond in front of them. "I am single," he 
confirmed. Ethan's fingers dug 


into his hipbone hard enough to bruise. He slung his own 
arm across Ethan's 


shoulders, reveling in the fact that he was tall enough to do 
so. "Say, have you ever met 


my brother?" 


"Hi." Jake barely even glanced at him. He looked, instead, to 
where Ethan's 


arm was Strangling Brandon's waist and frowned, apparently 
trying to figure out how 


to separate the two. 


Brandon made it easy. He pushed his brother away. "Go get 
the rol ers, would 


ya?" He resisted the urge to laugh when Ethan cursed him 
roundly and then stormed 


off again. Revenge was awesome! Anyone who said it wasn't 
was a goddamned liar. 


And never mind that he really didn't have anything to want 
revenge for, except maybe 


the fact that Ethan was an utter cock-tease. That was 
enough. Brandon had suffered at 


Ethan's hands, on purpose or no, and payback could be such 
a bitch. 


Jake was still frowning. "What's his problem?" he asked. His 
voice was low 


enough that Ethan couldn't possibly overhear. 


"Who cares," Brandon said at normal volume. "When are 
you off?" 


Jake trailed a finger up the center of Brandon's chest, and 
then higher to his 


throat, chin. . "I just started," he said, his mouth forming a 
very attractive pout. He had 


the perfect lips for it. Plush. "Won't be done 'til eight." As he 
got to Brandon's lips, 


Brandon opened up, curled his tongue around the finger, 
and sucked it inside. 


Jake's blue eyes darkened. "Fuck it," he breathed. "I'll quit." 


"Rollers," Ethan growled, slapping an eight-pack down in 
their cart. 


Brandon let Jake's finger go with a lewd sounding pop. 
"Need trays and 


brushes, too," he said, his eyes never leaving Jake's. 
"Fuck you." 


Brandon turned slowly toward his brother. He had to raise 
both eyebrows, not 


being able to do that nifty one-up-one-down trick. "What 
exactly /s your problem, 


Ethan? Get the trays." 


Ethan's eyes glittered. "You wanna play like this, baby boy?" 
he asked, teeth 


bared in a snarl. "Fine. Let's play." 


"Holy crap," Jake said as Ethan stalked off once more. "He's 
right pissed off, 


eh? What—" 


Brandon swallowed past the lump suddenly lodged high in 
his throat to say, 


“Doesn't matter. I'll pick you up at eight, Jake. Okay?" Yeah! 
Because, seriously, fuck 


Ethan! It wasn't like he wasn't out screwing everything that 
moved. Why shouldn't 


Brandon get some, too? He was so damn tired of pining for 
someone he could never 


have. 


"Nah. | wanna get changed. Showered," Jake replied, 
unaware that Brandon 


was having a private little angst attack right there in front of 
him. "How ‘bout I pick 


you up at nine?" 


"Sure." Brandon said, trying his best not to regret a date 
that hadn't even 


happened yet. "I live at 1922 Walkers Lane. It's at the far 
end of town, near Sherwood 


Park Farms." Jake nodded, and Brandon held up his handful 
of paint chips. "So, uh, 


think | can get you to mix these up for me before | go?" 


"Sweetheart. ." Jake grinned and sashayed behind the 
counter. "I'll do 


anything you want; al you have to do is ask." 


Predictably enough, the rest of the day passed in full-on 
‘suck' mode. Ethan 


didn't have the option of avoiding Brandon completely like 
he had been doing, seeing 


as how they were supposed to be painting together. So, 
what was the asshole's 


solution? Why, he threw on his iPod, ear buds lodged in his 
ears, and cranked the 


volume so that every time Brandon tried to say something— 
anything—Ethan could 


just gesture to his ears and shrug. 


And, it certainly didn't help that he had his shirt off the 
entire damn day. Or 


that while listening to his iPod, Ethan danced and sang 
pretty much constantly. Hips 


swaying. Muscles flexing. Belting out tunes in that beautiful, 
raspy, fucked-out- 


sounding voice of his. 


Brandon was horny—Really freakin' horny!—when he 
opened the front door 


at 9 pm sharp to find Jake already there, fist raised, looking 
like somebody's wet 


dream in form-fitting khaki's and an azure polo shirt that 
made his eyes burn electric 


blue. 


Of course, he wasn't Brandon's wet dream, 'cause that 
dickhead was still 


somewhere in the house. 


"Oh," Jake said, fist uncurling and fal ing back to his side. 
"Hey there." His 


gaze tripped up Brandon's body, making him glad he'd 
taken the time to dress nice in 


a red, silk tee and dark blue, hip-hugger jeans. 
"Hey, yourself." 


Jake attempted to step through the door, assuming that 
Brandon was going to 


invite him in, perhaps. While, at the exact same moment, 
Brandon tried to exit. They 


ended up pressed flush together, with neither quite knowing 
how they got that way. 


Brandon found himself wishing he'd been able to find his 
favorite AXE body 


spray because Jake's nose was practically in his armpit, but 
the stupid stuff had gone 


missing. So, here he was, hoping Jake really dug the scent of 
Gil ette antiperspirant. 


Before he could overthink things and stress himself out 
completely, Brandon cupped 


his hands around Jake's jaw and lifted his face the six or so 
inches required to bring 


their lips together. 


At the first tentative lick of Brandon's tongue, Jake moaned 
and opened right 


up. The flavor of cinnamon flooded Brandon's mouth. 
Brandon loved cinnamon. 


With a small moan of his own, he delved deeper, searching 
out more of the fiery-sweet 


taste. 


"Mom'll have a heart attack if she sees you doing that in her 
front hall," came 


Ethan's caustic voice from behind them. "Show some 
fucking class, why don't ya?" 


Brandon's jaw clenched. "What would you know about 
class?" he gritted out, 


refusing to turn back and look at his brother. He gave Jake a 
gentle push to get him 


moving in the right direction—the direction that led away 
from Ethan. 


Brandon did a double take when his brother came up beside 
him, casually 


fishing a pack of cigarettes from his front pocket. Mom 
would have a heart attack 


about that, too, shithead, Brandon thought as Ethan lit up. 
He thought about saying as 


much, but when he tried to speak he found himself entirely 
without spit, his tongue 


glued to the roof of his mouth. He couldn't seem to stop 
staring. 


Jesus Christ, the way his brother was dressed! Black leather 
pants anda 


superfine, metallic silver shirt that hugged Ethan's torso in 
ways that had to be illegal. 


Plus, his brother's eyes were lined in charcoal-gray kohl, 
making them look much 


bigger and darker than Brandon knew they really were. 
Ethan looked like a rock star, 


for fuck's sake. When had the bastard even had time to 
change? And how could he be 


going out when he'd had, like, zero sleep? 


"Hope you weren't planning on taking Mom's car," Ethan 
said. He wriggled 


her keys in Brandon's face. "Cal ed dibs this morning." 


"Uhhh," Brandon replied. It was all he could manage just 
then. 


"S'alright," Jake said. "Got it covered." He gestured to an old 
Harley chopper 


Brandon hadn't noticed, even though the thing was huge 
and parked right in front of 


the house. 


"Uh, huh." Ethan sauntered down the porch steps and 
looked the mammoth 


machine over while he smoked. He appeared entirely 
unimpressed. "Only see one 


helmet here," he commented, flicking his cigarette butt at 
one of the bike's wheels. 


"Oh. |. ." Jake rubbed the back of his neck and shot Brandon 
an embarrassed 


half-smile. "It's fine. You can use mine." 


Ethan stared at the blond, his eyes shuttered and enigmatic. 
"Uh, huh," he said 


again. "See that he does, Jake from Home Depot." He 
opened the Volvo's driver's side 


door and leaned his forearm across the top of it, leveling 
another death-glare at 


Brandon's date. "Because if anything happens to him on 
your watch, I'l fucking kill 


you." So saying, he folded himself into the car, cranked the 
CD volume all the way up, 


and peeled out of the driveway like his ass was on fire. 
The threat hung in the air between them. 


Jake blew out a whistling breath. "Kind of an intense guy, 
your brother," he 


said. The crickets, having gotten over the racket Ethan had 
made leaving, began to 


sing once more. 


Brandon nodded and pinched the bridge of his nose, not 
sure what to Say. 


Intense? Okay, yeah, that was one way of putting it. 
Arrogant. Domineering. Insanely 


sexy. . Those were a few others. 


"C'mon," Jake grabbed Brandon's hand and pulled him off of 
the porch. "Was 


there a movie you wanted to see?" He handed Brandon the 
helmet and then swung his 


leg over the bike. "Or, have you eaten?" he went on. "'Cause 
| could eat." 


Moving slower than usual, due to his perfectly erect dick 
and painful y full 


bal s, Brandon swung his own leg over the bike. The sloped 
seat forced him against 


Jake's back, making it impossible to hide his aroused state. 
So Brandon didn't even try. 


"You know where Rutger's Point is?" he whispered into Jake's 
nape, flexing his hips to 


press his erection even harder into the blond's ass. 


The question was almost rhetorical. Everyone knew where 
Rutger's Point was. 


It had been the area's de facto make out spot for as long as 
Brandon could remember. 


Jake turned as much as he could, his hand coming to rest 
against Brandon's 


cheek. " Seriously?" he breathed, leaning up a bit to ask the 
question against Brandon's 


lips. 


Instead of answering, Brandon did that lip-lick thing the guy 
seemed to like 


and teased his fingers up Jake's thighs. 


Jake's mouth dropped opened on a gasp. "Shhit!" he hissed, 
facing forward 


and kick-starting his beast. "Rutger's Point it is." 


Brandon bit Jake's earlobe. "Hurry," he instructed. 


Jake's whimper was audible, even over the heavy thrum of 
the Harley's engine. 


The sound made Brandon smile. 


Two hours later, Brandon was rather surprised to find 
himself in the 


dominant position, laid flat out on Jake's half-naked body 
and rocking into the cradle 


of his wide-spread thighs. He'd never really thought of 
himself as a top. 


They'd been necking for a long time. To give his lips a break, 
he moved his 


mouth to the column of his partner's throat. Jake squirmed 
and whimpered when 


Brandon caught a chunk of skin between his teeth and 
sucked hard—making a very 


pretty purple hickey, if he did say so himself. 


"God, Brandon, don't know how much more | can take," Jake 
moaned. He 


groped Brandon's ass, encouraging the taller boy to move 
against him. 


Brandon straight-armed himself away, instead, holding his 
body teasingly out 


of reach. "Well, why don't we find out?" 


"Huh?" Jake's eyes blinked open, gleaming midnight-blue in 
the moonlight. 


He slid his hands down Brandon's ribs to his waist and tried 
to pul him back in. 


Brandon was having none of that, but as a compromise, he 
did thrust his hips 


back down. Jake cried out, his spine arching so that only his 
ass and head remained on 


the cheap, wool blanket. Brandon's dick twitched and 
drooled a bit. He was still okay, 


though. Still in complete control. Jake was wicked hot and 
all, but he was no Ethan. 


Hell, Brandon could probably go on like this all night. Jake, 
on the other 


hand.. 


Jake was making this high, sexy sound in the back of his 
throat and pawing at 


Brandon's butt. He didn't seem in control at all. When the 
frantic blond changed 


tactics and starting fumbling at the button of Brandon's 
pants, Brandon caught his 


wrists and held them still. "Let's find out," he said again, 
transferring both wrists to 


one of his hands and hauling Jake's arms up over his head. 


"Find out wh—ungh." Jake's head lolled as Brandon's newly 
free hand plucked 


at his left nipple. 


"Find out how much more you can take," Brandon explained. 
He leaned in 


close again to tongue-fuck Jake's mouth for a while before 
he shifted down and 


replaced his fingers with his teeth on Jake's pebble hard 
nipple. 


"Oh my God!" Jake gasped. His shoulders strained against 
Brandon's hold. Too 


bad he wasn't strong enough to get away. "Touch my dick, 
Brandon," he begged. 


"Please! Just. . I'm so fucking close." The poor guy was 
almost sobbing. Brandon's cock 


twitched again. Wow. He could see why Ethan got off so 
hard on shit like this. This 


was fucking hot. 


Brandon gave Jake's wrists a squeeze. "Keep em' up there. If 
they come down, 


| stop," he warned as he let go. 


Jake tucked his arms under his head so fast Brandon just 
had to laugh. He 


switched his attention to Jake's neglected right nipple while 
slowly—so slowly— 


stroking his way down his arms, ribs, and hips. When he got 
to the top of Jake's khaki 


covered thighs, Brandon slid his hands around to cup Jake's 
ass and haul him in closer. 


Jake's dick ended up pressed into Brandon's sternum. "God 
damn it, Patrel !" the 


pretty blond moaned. 


Brandon raised just his eyes as his teeth caught at the hard 
pink nub of Jake's 


nipple and stretched it away from his body. 


Jake's face twisted as if in pain. "Please," he moaned again. 
"Brandon, please! " 


Brandon took another bite, this one farther down. "Please. ." 
And another. 


",, what?" He was right beside Jake's belly button now, so 
Brandon detoured to swirl 


his tongue inside. Jake's cock strained the front of his pants, 
butting into Brandon's 


chin. 


"Please, touch me. Put your mouth on me. Anything. Fuck. 
Anything," Jake 


babbled, eyes squeezed shut, head thrashing. " Please!" 


"Jake," Brandon purred, licking across the silky skin just 
above Jake's waistline. 


"Look at me." 


Jake shook his head and turned his face into his bicep. "I 
can't. You're too. . 


You're so. ." 
" Jake!" Jake's eyes snapped open at his tone. "Look at me." 


Seemingly despite himself, Jake raised his head and looked 
down the length of 


his body at Brandon. 


Brandon's lips curved in a smirk as he gave Jake's dick a 
wide-tongued 


lollipop lick, from the base of his balls all the way up to the 
fat, round head. And never 


mind that Jake's pants were still ful y zipped or that two 
layers of fabric separated 


Brandon's tongue from Jake's flesh. 
Didn't even matter. 


Jake let loose with a wild hol er and grabbed the back of 
Brandon's head to 


mash his face into his groin. Brandon could feel the blond's 
member pulsing against 


his lips. He opened his mouth wider to suck on the 
throbbing, shooting crown. Fabric 


softener and come made an interesting flavor combination 
on his tongue. 


"Oh my God," Jake moaned repeatedly as his body quaked. 
"Oh my fucking 


God!" 


Ethan wasn't home yet when Brandon sneaked into the 
house at a little after 


one in the morning. Barely raising the energy to peel off his 
come-stained clothes, 


Brandon fell face first into his bed. Jake had a very talented 
mouth. That's real y all 


there was to say about that. 


Just as he started to drift off, Brandon heard the Volvo pull 
up. He listened 


closely, but didn't hear any tell-tale voices. 


Maybe Ethan hadn't managed to get any this fine, spring 
evening, unlike his 


baby brother. A satisfied smile curled Brandon's lips as he 
drifted off to sleep. 


Chapter 4 


Oh, Ethan had gotten some all right! He had three big 
hickeys on his neck to 


attest to that fact. 


"Morning, Bran-baby," Ethan said, scratching at his bare 
chest as he walked 


past Brandon on his way to the coffee maker. 


Brandon's eyes went round. It looked like Ethan's back had 
been mauled by a 


goddamned tiger. 


"Still not your baby," Brandon growled. "So, who'd you fuck 
last night, Ethan? 


And was she worth the scars you're gonna have?" 


Ethan choked on his first sip of coffee, caught in a laugh. 
"Wouldn't you like to 


know?" He came over to join Brandon at the breakfast table. 
"Speakin' of, how was 


Jake from Home Depot?" 


Brandon sat back and crossed his arms sulkily. "Insatiable," 
he snarked. 


"Wh—" 


"Thank God you made coffee," their mother said, breezing 
into the room ona 


cloud of hairspray and perfume, her heels click-clacking 
across the ceramic tile. "I'm 


soooo late." She poured herself a cup and whirled around to 
face her sons. "Listen, I've 


been cal ed to Winnipeg to. ." Her eyes landed on Ethan—on 
his neck, specifically— 


and Ethan had the grace to blush. 


"Ethan," she said with a sigh. "It's bad enough you have to 
pierce and tattoo 


every inch of the perfectly good skin God gave you. If you're 
also going to al ow your 


dates to. ." Here, she trailed off and waved her hand ina 
vaguely disgusted way. "The 


least you could do is get dressed before joining us at the 
family table." 


Brandon's grin was huge. "You should see his back, ma," he 
said, rubbing salt 


into the wide open wound. 


Ethan lunged across the table at his brother. Mrs. Patrell's 
palm against his 


chest stopped him dead. " Enough. l'm going to be gone a 
lot in the next few weeks. 


Can I count on you two to finish the house without killing 
each other?" 


Now both boys were blushing. 


"Of course," Ethan said at the same time that Brandon 
mumbled, "Sure." 


She squinted at them, her patented mom glare. "And can 
you both at least try 


to be in at a decent hour, with most of your facilities. ." She 
shot Ethan a dark look. ".. 


and skin, intact?" she asked, proving, once again, that she 
wasn't anywhere near as 


dense as her sons would like to believe. 
Brandon hid his smile behind his coffee cup. 


Ethan turned even redder. "'Kay, ma," he groaned. "I get it. 
The house comes 


first." She cocked her head as if waiting for more. Ethan 
looked confused for a second 


before sighing and getting up to kiss her cheek. "Sorry, ma." 


Their mom patted his cheek and smiled. "Just don't do it 
again." She swigged 


back the rest of her coffee and left the room in the same 
scented whirlwind on which 


she'd arrived. "See you in a few days," she cal ed over her 
shoulder. "Behave 


yourselves!" 


During the days, Ethan behaved himself. He even deigned 
to notice his little 


brother every now and again: cracking the occasional joke, 
making Brandon a 


Sandwich, or bringing him an iced tea. During the days, 
Brandon could almost fool 


himself into thinking that the nineteen months had never 
even happened. 


At night, though. . 


Every night, Ethan went out with a different girl, and on the 
nights their 


mother was away, he'd invariably bring them back and fuck 
them in the front yard, 


right underneath Brandon's window. Each girl got to scream 
her orgasm up into the 


night sky while Brandon had to muffle his in his hand, hiding 
behind his blinds and 


jerking off like some sort of pervert. 
Well, a different kind of pervert than he already was. . 


Point being, Ethan was torturing the fuck out of Brandon, 
and Brandon 


honestly didn't know how much more he could take before 
he just fucking snapped 


and leaped on the guy in a frenzy of unrequited lust . 
Something had to break. 


"C'mon, Bran," Ethan coaxed. "You know you can't reach it. 
Just gimme the 


cream." 


Brandon ignored him, still attempting to do the impossible 
and rub burn 


salve into the center of his own back. He turned more fully 
away from his brother and 


ended up sitting sideways on the couch, one ass cheek half 
off it. 


They'd been working on the shed roof all afternoon. It was 
unusually hot for 


the second week of June. So, when Ethan had taken off his 
shirt, Brandon had quickly 


followed suit. Never mind about the whole cock-tease 
bullshit, either; it was simply 


too damn hot. Not that he didn't look—because he did. 
Ethan had more the wiry 


build, whereas Brandon's body, due to his intense upper 
body workouts, was broader 


in the shoulders, more defined in the pecs and abs. 


Of course, where Ethan beat him was in the golden tan he'd 
already started 


working on—though summer hadn't even officially begun 
yet. It was because the guy 


rarely bothered to wear clothes, what with being the 
ultimate flirt and all. 


Brandon had started the day pale as milk, his only excuse 
being that he spent 


way too much time studying indoors. He wasn't milk pale 
now. Nope. Now, he was 


red. Really, really red. 


A slap landed on Brandon's exquisitely sore back. "Fuck!" 
Brandon turned fast 


to snap a punch at Ethan's head. Ethan dodged it with a 
chuckle. "Fine, you asshole," 


Brandon spat. "Here!" He thrust the tube into Ethan's 
stomach. It was clenched tight 


into his balled up fist. Ethan didn't manage to dodge that. At 
his brother's grunt of 


pain, Brandon faced away again, a self-satisfied smirk 
curling his lip. 


"God, you're such a tool," Ethan complained. Before 
Brandon could think up a 


Suitably scathing rejoinder, he felt something cool and wet 
land on his spine. He 


hissed at the sting. "Sorry, baby. | know it hurts," Ethan 
murmured. 


"Don't cal me that." 


Ethan's palms smoothed the balm up over Brandon's 
shoulders and then 


down, his long fingers splayed across Brandon's ribs. 
Brandon shuddered, not from 


the pain or the cold liquid, but from the feel of his brother's 
hands on his body. He 


leaned forward to brace his forearms against the arm of the 
couch as a wave of sensual 


lethargy washed over him. 


He'd missed this: the casual touches, the flirtatious, 
innuendo-laden 


conversations that he and his brother had shared for as long 
as he could remember. 


Missed it pretty damn desperately, truth be told, even 
though he'd been the one who'd 


told his brother he had to stop. 
And Ethan had. He didn't flirt with Brandon at all anymore. 


But while Ethan's mouth and hands may have been 
behaving, his eyes 


followed Brandon everywhere. Brandon knew this because 
his own eyes couldn't seem 


to focus on anything but his beautiful older brother. 


"Mom called," Ethan commented, moving down to 
Brandon's lower back. 


"Says she's gonna be a bit longer than she thought." 


"Mmm," was all Brandon could be bothered to reply. Their 
mother had only 


been home four out of the last ten days. Brandon guessed 
that she had to catch up ona 


lot of work. It was a shame, though. Things were easier 
when she was around. Ethan 


didn't bring the entire neighborhood around to fuck in the 
front yard. They spent 


time together as a family. Stuff like that. 


"Jake cal ed, too," Ethan said. "So that's like, what, two 
hundred and eighty- 


seven cal s this week?" 


No! Jake had only called twenty times. . or so. "Don't 
exaggerate," Brandon 


mumbled. 


"Don't be a prick." Ethan's hands continued to smooth up 
and down 


Brandon's skin, even though the cream had been 
completely absorbed by now. "Call 


him back." 


"| thought you didn't even like him." 


"| don't, but | don't have to. At least give the guy the 
courtesy of being 


dumped in person, Bran," Ethan said softly. He was really 
just petting Brandon by this 


point. 


Brandon sighed. Ethan was right; he couldn't keep Jake 
dangling like this. It 


was a shitty thing to do. "Fine, I'l swing by and see him 
tonight," he said, resigned. 


"Yeah? What're you gonna say?" 


God, what the hel would he say? ‘Sorry, Jake, you're a great 
guy and al, but I 


happen to be head-over-heel!s in love with my brother, so...' 
Another heartfelt sigh. 


"Don't know," Brandon admitted. "But I'll let him down easy, 
Okay?" 


There was a pause, the only sound the silky whisper of skin 
moving against 


skin. Brandon had just started to relax again when Ethan 
leaned forward and asked, 


"Was he that bad in the sack?" 


Brandon shivered as his brother's humid breath washed his 
cheek. "Mind your 


own business, Ethan." 


"Tsk. Touchy." The couch cushion shifted as Ethan sat back 
once more and 


said, "Lie down; I'll do your legs." 


"I can do my own legs," Brandon muttered, even as, despite 
his better 


judgment, he moved to obey. It just felt so good to have 
Ethan touching him. 


"Cause you can see the back of your own thighs, huh?" 
Ethan asked, his voice 


edging into sarcasm. "Gee, | bet you're in high demand. 
Hell, talent like that—lI'd fuck 


ya." Ethan gulped into the sudden, charged silence following 
the statement. 


Brandon heard it, and it made him smile. Guess Ethan had 
forgotten about 


the new 'No flirting’ rule. "Is that so?" Brandon purred. His 
voice was as throaty, and 


sexy, aS he could possibly make it. He let his thighs fal 
open. "Well, why don't you go 


ahead and slick me up first, and we'll see where that leads 
us." 


So, okay, maybe they'd never flirted quite this 'graphically' 
before—but, hey, 


Ethan had total y started it. 


Ethan's hands clenched convulsively at his words— 
unfortunately, one of those 


hands was still holding the tube of cream, and so a big 
splooge of white ended up 


spattered across the back of Brandon's knees. "Crap, now 
look what you made me do," 


Ethan complained. 


Brandon snorted into the crook of his arm. Yeah, he'd 
missed this al right. 


Flirting with Ethan was fun. Harmless. Brandon just had to 
make sure he didn't let it 


affect him so much. "Oh, sure," he said, rol ing his head to 
catch Ethan's eye. "Blame 


me for your shortcomings." He let his gaze drop to Ethan's 
lap. 


“Never had any complaints," Ethan said, grinning at him as 
his strong hands 


skated up the back of Brandon's thighs. When he reached 
the edge of his brother's cut- 


offs, he paused for a split second, and then kept right on 
going, until he was cupping 


the lower cheeks of Brandon's ass. 


Brandon reared up in surprise, causing his brother's hands 
to slip further 


inside the legs of his shorts. 


"Too far?" Ethan asked, his tone innocent, his hands 
anything but, as he 


continued to grope the taut globes. 


Brandon let his forehead fall back down to the sofa, his 
shoulders hunched in 


shaky pleasure. He attempted to spread his legs even more, 
but the sofa back on one 


side and his brother on the other made it impossible. "Not if 
you're actually gonna 


fuck me, | Suppose," he groaned. 


At those incendiary words, Ethan pulled his brother's ass 
cheeks apart. If he 


hadn't been wearing the shorts, Brandon's asshole would 
have been completely 


exposed. 


Brandon writhed against the nubby sofa fabric, scary close 
to coming. 


Already. Zero to sixty in two seconds flat. Only his big 
brother could do this to him. 


"But if you're not, Ethan, then you'd better back the fuck 
off," Brandon warned, his 


voice trembling just as hard as his body. 


Shit! A little harmless flirting, and they'd ended up here? 


To say Brandon was surprised when only one of his brother's 
hands retreated, 


leaving plenty of room for Ethan to maneuver the thumb of 
his other hand into a 


position directly over Brandon's sphincter, would probably 
be the biggest 


understatement of all time. "Well, how 'bout we just slick 
you up first," Ethan 


whispered, swirling his cream covered thumb in a perfect, 
tight circle around 


Brandon's hole. "And see where that leads us." 


Brandon flipped himself over, yelping in pain when his back 
landed. His 


sudden, spastic move ripped his brother's hand clean out of 
his shorts. 


Ethan gave his fabric mauled fingers a shake. "Ow!" 


"Sorry," Brandon gasped, before he could entirely think it 
through, because no 


he wasn't sorry. He smacked his palm to the back of his 
brother's head and brought 


him in nice and close. "What the fuck do you think you're 
doing?" he hissed, jaw 


ticking in a weird combination of anger and arousal. 


Ethan's eyes, al dark, shiny pupils, even in the bright, sunlit 
room, dropped to 


Brandon's lips. "I think I'm breaking the rules," he said, 
sounding just as confused and 


messed up about it as Brandon felt. He cupped Brandon's 
face to pull him in even 


closer. 


It took everything he had, but Brandon made himself duck 
away from 


temptation. He couldn't resist stealing a taste of Ethan's 
salty skin, however. 


Ethan trembled as Brandon's tongue flickered up his throat. 
Brandon moaned 


and set his teeth against the dragon's tail that climbed 
toward Ethan's earlobe. "But 


why?" he asked, nipping deep at the black, inked scales. "I 
thought you didn't want—" 


Ethan groaned from somewhere deep down in his chest and 
grabbed the 


longer hair on top of Brandon's head to yank his face up. " 
Didn't want—You're so 


stupid!—How could you—Shit!" He paused, panting against 
Brandon's lips. "I'm 


fucked up, Bran." Ethan admitted. "I know | shouldn't feel 
this way. Jesus, | flew 


halfway around the world to try to put some distance 
between us, hoping I'd get over 


it." He grimaced at the apparent stupidity of his own words. 
"But I didn't. . can't. ." 


Ethan's expression was one of pure torment. "So now I'm 
putting it all on you, baby 


boy. You need to tel me to stop." The words were sad and 
whisper-soft. "Please, 


Brandon. ." He rocked his forehead against his brother's. 
"Make me stop." 


But then, before Brandon had a chance to say anything, 
Ethan crushed their 


lips together. 


Chapter 5 


Ethan's kiss was incredible. Anger, love, pain, lust. All 
unleashed with brutal 


authority. His tongue explored every crevice of Brandon's 
mouth, swept over his teeth, 


the top of his palate, slithered beneath Brandon's tongue to 
coax it further into his 


own mouth, only to latch on and suck it down like it was the 
sweetest thing he'd ever 


tasted. 


By the time his brother pul ed back, allowing them both up 
for some much 


needed air, Brandon was a basket case. He'd managed to 
spread his legs around his 


brother's hips and lock his ankles in the small of Ethan's 
back. His own back was a 


torture of fiery pain, but who the fuck cared about that? 
"Don't stop," he begged, 


thrusting shamelessly against the hard planes of his 
brother's body. "Please, Ethan. 


You—" 


"Shhhhhh." Ethan pressed a kiss to Brandon's sweaty brow. 
"Shhhh, baby. 


Just. ." He winced. "Just gimme a minute, yeah? Don't 
wanna shoot in my pants like a 


stupid kid." 


Oh, but Brandon wouldn't mind seeing that. Could he make 
his brother lose it 


as thoroughly as he'd made Jake? 'Cause, seriously, that 
would be fucking awesome! He 


wriggled his hand down between them to palm the bulge in 
Ethan's psychedelic skater 


shorts. 


"Ahhh," Ethan gasped, pushing against Brandon's hand just 
once before he 


grabbed Brandon's wrists, both of them, and slammed them 
over his little brother's 


head. "No. We do this, Bran, we do it on my terms," he 
hissed into his brother's ear. 


Fuck that! Brandon started to fight back. He'd waited too 
long for this; there 


was no way he was going to let his brother pussy out on 
him. All he needed was some 


leverage and he could take Ethan. He was sure of it. 
Brandon unlocked his ankles, 


braced his legs against the couch cushions, and started to 
buck, attempting to toss his 


brother off him— 


Ethan growled, tightened his grip, and swirled his tongue 
around the outer 


Shell of Brandon's ear. Just like that, the fight went right out 
of Brandon. His brother's 


chuckle was dark. "That still does it for ya, huh?" He rocked 
their groins together. 


"Figure | can stil make you come just by doing this?" Ethan's 
tongue darted forward, a 


hot, wet pulse of pleasure deep inside Brandon's ear canal. 


Brandon's neck arched. His hips rolled. "Yeah," he moaned. 
"Probably." Damn. 


He was supposed to be the one making Ethan lose control. 
Not the other way around. 


Not again. 


Brandon wanted to say, 'But please don't!’ Unfortunately, 
Ethan was gnawing 


on his earlobe, fucking his ear with rapid-fire thrusts of his 
talented tongue, and 


Brandon didn't end up saying shit. All he did was moan and 
whimper and writhe 


beneath his brother's hard body. 


As Ethan brought him ever closer to the climactic edge, 
Brandon's mind 


drifted back to the afternoon of his eighteenth birthday. The 
day this whole fucked up 


affair had truly started. The day Ethan had, indeed, made 
him come just by. . 


Brandon adjusted the popcorn over his lap, trying to make it 
sit flat and hide 


his raging hard-on. So, okay, maybe choosing to see a 
movie as his birthday present 


from Ethan hadn't been the best idea ever. Shit though, how 
was he supposed to know 


that there was going to be guy on guy love scenes? The 
trailer hadn't even hinted at 


that possibility. Christ, the first 18+ movie he'd gotten to 
see in a real theater and 


Brandon had to choose something that resembled nothing 
so much as soft porn. Gay 


porn. And with his brother, no less! The guy he was so in 
love with it actually made 


him physically ill. 


"He's pretty hot, huh?" Ethan leaned over to whisper, his 
mouth moving 


directly against Brandon's ear. 


He'd been doing that for the past hour, whispering 
commentary and asides, 


his arm around the back of Brandon's seat, his perfect 
mouth brushing against 


Brandon's ear on every damn word. It was driving Brandon 
nuts. Every movement of 


Ethan's lips made his cock jolt like it was being hit with mini 
bolts of electricity. He 


was sure the front of his jeans had a big wet stain from the 
pre-come oozing out of 


him. 


"Don't you think he's hot, Bran-baby?" Ethan insisted, his 
forearm curling 


around Brandon's nape to bring him in even closer. 


Brandon's eyelids fluttered. "Like you'd even know," he 
whispered back, his 


voice husky. "I thought you were all about the pussy, bro." 
He aimed a punch at Ethan's 


exposed ribs, the blow feeble at best, seeing as how he 
didn't want to lose the popcorn 


and expose his painfully rigid state. "And don't fucking cal 
me that!" 


"What? Baby?" Ethan nuzzled into Brandon's neck. Brandon 
felt his brother's 


smile against his skin. "Bran-baby? Pretty, pretty baby boy. 


Brandon's breath caught. Had Ethan just licked him? "Yeah, 
that. Those," he 


gasped. "Don't." He arched his neck further to the side 
because, yes, his brother was 


indeed licking him. 


"I Know a sexy guy when | see one, baby," Ethan purred, 
completely ignoring 


his brother's perfectly reasonable request. Who the hel 
called their own brother ‘baby’, 


anyway? 


Ethan nipped at Brandon's earlobe, and Brandon fought 
back a groan. Their 


relationship was way screwed up, and Brandon knew it. His 
brother had been 


tormenting him for months. Flirting. Teasing. Touching. 


He was hard al the damn time now. Every day was a fucking 
torture, just 


waiting for the second he could fal into bed and crank his 
shaft hard enough to hurt, 


his brother's name a scream stifled in his pil ow. The hel of it 
was, Brandon wasn't 


even sure that Ethan knew what he was doing to him. His 
brother was the 


consummate tease. He'd flirt with anyone. It was just the 
way he was made. Sex on two 


legs. A walking, talking orgasm waiting to be let loose on 
some poor, unsuspecting— 


"For instance, | know you're hot as hell," Ethan rasped. His 
tongue flicked 


playfully into Brandon's ear. 


Brandon grabbed the back of his brother's head, his fingers 
threaded through 


the dark waves to cup his skull and keep him pinned right 
fuckin' there. "Jesus, Ethan," 


he moaned. This was further than Ethan had ever taken 
things. 


"Shhhh!" Ethan's thumb pressed itself against Brandon's 
lips. "Keep it down." 


He did it again, not teasing at al this time. His tongue 
stroked hard and fast into 


Brandon's ear, again and again and a-fucking-gain! 


A wild sound tried to tear itself out of Brandon's throat, so 
he did the only 


thing he could think of. He opened his lips, drew his 
brother's thumb inside, and 


sucked on that puppy for all he was worth, trying to stifle 
the fraught noises he 


couldn't seem to help making. 


"Fuck," Ethan groaned. " So hot." He grabbed Brandon's 
knee and wrenched it 


sideways to grind his hard cock against. He was half out of 
his seat, practically 


straddling Brandon's lap now. Ethan gnawed his way down 
Brandon's throat, deep, 


vicious bites that were sure to leave bruises. Brandon's eyes 
rolled up until al he could 


see was the pulsing red-black back of his own eyelids. The 
popcorn flew off his lap as 


his hips bucked, seeking some friction of their own. Ethan 
reversed direction, 


moaning softly into Brandon's skin. "You gonna come, 
baby?" he panted as he reached 


his brother's swollen ear once more. "Do it." His palm 
Slipped under Brandon's tee, 


blunt nails scraping against tight muscle until he reached 
his brother's right nipple. 


"Come," he ordered, his voice scraped raw. 


Ethan gave Brandon's nipple a pinch, thrust his tongue deep 
into Brandon's 


ear, and, harder than he ever had in his goddamn /fe, 
Brandon came. 


Ethan immediately fol owed. A curse tore from his lips as he 
shuddered, 


gasping into Brandon's hair and fucking hard against 
Brandon's leg. When Ethan was 


finished, he got up and walked out of the theater. 


Fucker didn't even look back. 


The next time Brandon had seen him—two weeks later—was 
the night Ethan 


had come home to pack for his band's impromptu trip to 
England. The night Brandon 


had crawled into Ethan's bed, naked and hysterical, offering 
him anything, everything, 


to just stay. 


At first, Ethan had tried to reason with his younger brother. 
He'd charmed. 


He'd yelled. He'd even begged. And when none of that had 
worked, he'd hauled off 


and punched Brandon in the face.. 


Chapter 6 


Tears welled in Brandon's eyes, even as his hips rolled, 
grinding his cock into 


Ethan's stomach. "Fuck, you're gonna leave me again, aren't 
you?" His arms spasmed, 


ripping themselves free of his brother's grasp to tangle in 
Ethan's hair—where they 


clenched into tight, root-tearing fists. "Ethan, you can't do 
that to me again! You just 


can't—" 


"Not goin’ anywhere," Ethan promised. He al owed his head 
to be pulled back. 


"Not stopping and not running." His smile was strained, 
tinged with bitterness. 


"Cause you're right, baby boy. | just can't." He stroked a 
knuckle down Brandon's 


cheek, gathering moisture Brandon wasn't even aware he'd 
let fall. "I've spent the last 


nineteen months fucking my way across England. Musicians, 
models, girls." His lips 


quirked. " Guys. A priest. ." Here, his smile turned wry. ".. or 
two." Ethan dropped his 


forehead against Brandon's clavicle. "Apparently, 'taboo' is a 
kink of mine," he said. 


"Who knew, right?" 

Guys? Plural? 

Priests? Also fuckin’ plural? 
Jesus Christ! 


Brandon let his head thunk back into the arm of the sofa. 
Here he was 


practically untouched—he'd only had orgasms with two 
people, one of them being the 


guy lying on top of him. And the guy lying on top of him was 
a.. was a fucking slut! It 


wasn't like Brandon hadn't already known that, but still. . 
Jesus Christ! How was he 


Supposed to compete? 


"And | still couldn't get you out of my head," Ethan sighed. 
"No one was good 


enough." He nuzzled into Brandon's throat, inhaling deeply. 
"No one smel ed right. ." 


Brandon shivered when Ethan licked the spot where his 
shoulder met his neck. 


"Tasted right. ." Ethan sighed again and raised his head to 
lock eyes with his brother. 


"| ran out of the body spray you use, you know. ." Ethan's 
brow furrowed, 


making him look much younger than his twenty-two years. 
“Couldn't find more 


anywhere. Your Mickey Mouse shirt stopped smel ing like 
you and | was freaking out! 


No matter how many holes | stuck my dick in; I still had to 
jerk off to thoughts of you 


at night just to get some sleep! And your scent on the 
fucking shirt was gone!" Ethan 


groaned. 


Wow! This was so deep into left field Brandon wasn't even 
Sure they were ina 


bal park anymore. He'd had no idea his brother was this far 
gone on him. Somehow, 


Brandon had always assumed he was the insane, obsessive 
one in this fucked up 


relationship. He licked his lips, stalling, not quite sure what 
to say. 


Ethan's gaze tracked the movement. "You're so hot, Bran," 
he said. "And you're 


not even trying, are you?" He leaned forward to take his 
turn licking at Brandon's 


mouth. "You turn me inside out without even fuckin' trying," 
he moaned, his lips 


brushing back and forth across Brandon's own, the caress 
Slick and erotic. "When 


Mom called, | was on the internet booking my ticket before 
she'd even hung up. | just 


couldn't stay away anymore. " Ethan's hips, which had fallen 
still, started to rock again, 


a full body caress that tore a shivery gasp out of Brandon. 
"All | could hope was that 


you'd have moved on. Found someone else and forgotten al 
abou—" 


"Never!" Brandon interrupted. 
Ethan cocked his head. "What never?" he asked softly. 


"I'd never forget about you," Brandon answered, just as 
hushed. He trailed his 


fingers up Ethan's spine. 


Ethan's eyes narrowed at Brandon's answer. He didn't say 
anything fora 


second, and Brandon wondered what the hell was going on 
in his brother's head, but 


then Ethan asked, "You did try to move on though, right? 
Took some lovers?" 


If he hadn't already been baked like a lobster, Brandon 
would have blushed up 


bright red. "Get off me," he grumbled. God! Here he'd 
thought they were finally going 


to get somewhere, and now his asshole brother wanted to 
talk? 


Brandon pushed angrily at Ethan's shoulder when he didn't 
move fast enough. 


"Seriously! Get off, Ethan! My back's killing me." 


Ethan sat back, al owing his brother to sit up, but basically 
trapping him there 


since Brandon's legs were still around his hips. "C'mon, 
Bran, spill," he insisted. 


"Someone has to have been keeping you warm at night." He 
grimaced but seemed to 


be trying to pass it off as a smile. "I know I can't go to the 
Home Depot anymore, 


‘cause | want to rip that Jake kid's head off every time | see 
him. So tell me, who else 


do | have to avoid?" 


Brandon wondered if 'my right hand' would be an 
appropriate answer and 


decided probably not. He gave his head a shake and 
glanced away, glaring at the 


grandfather clock in the far corner of the room. "Don't you 
think you're being a bit of 


a hypocrite? You don't hear me threatening to kill most of 
the UK just because you 


can't figure out how to keep your pants done up." 


A sound suspiciously like a growl came from Ethan's chest. 
When Brandon 


attempted to swing his leg over Ethan's lap and get up, 
Ethan grabbed the same leg 


and slammed it back down before hauling the startled 
younger man into his lap. "So 


I'm a hypocrite," he said into Brandon's throat. "Never 
claimed | wasn't." He groaned 


and bit at Brandon's jaw. "Now, answer the question. Who's 
had you?" He rolled his 


cock up against Brandon's ass. "Who have you let inside this 
gorgeous body of yours?" 


Brandon's head fel back into the cradle of his shoulders. 
Should he lie? Yeah, 


he probably should, but he'd never lied to his big brother 
before. . So, fuck it. "No one," 


he whispered. His hands tangled in Ethan's hair once more 
as his brother nibbled and 


licked away at his throat. God he loved his brother's hair. 
And his mouth. His 


amazing, talented. . 


That growl again. It made all of the hair on Brandon's body 
stand up. "Don't 


fucking lie to me!" Ethan's nails scored up his back and 
Brandon cried out at the bite 


of pain. "I know you and Jake—" 


Brandon was shaking his head before his brother had even 
finished. "He blew 


me, Ethan. Just the one time. I—" 


Ethan yanked Brandon's head back down so they ended up 
eye to eye. 


Brandon took in the fierce scowl on his brother's normally 
cheerful face and couldn't 


help but smirk. Ethan was so hot when he was jealous. 
Instead of admitting that he'd 


been trying to make his brother jealous, Brandon said, "He 
was really good, though. 


I've been thinkin’ about going back for a sec—" 
"Over my dead body." 


He couldn't help but laugh when his brother slammed their 
lips back together. 


"So, what?" Ethan groaned between bouts of ravaging the 
hell out of 


Brandon's mouth. "You're saying you're a. . a virgin?" Ethan 
asked as he shifted 


backward so he was the one lying down—making it so that 
Brandon could ride him 


even harder. "'Cause | find that hard to believe." 


As he spoke, Ethan's hands were busy—groping Brandon's 
ass, petting his abs 


and his pecs, twisting his nipples practically upside down. 
Jesus, they were 


everywhere! All Brandon could do was hold on and hump 
against his brother's cloth 


covered cock. Shit! Ethan was going to make him shoot in 
his goddamn pants again. 


Brandon braced himself against Ethan's chest, his stomach 
clenching with the 


force of his undulant thrusts. When his fingers found Ethan's 
nipple rings, and his 


brother gasped and arched into the caress, Brandon gave 
up al hope. "Oh, fuck," he 


whimpered, grinding savagely against Ethan's groin. His 
head fel back as his orgasm 


coiled low in his belly. "Gonna come. ." 
"| mean," he heard Ethan breathe. " Look at you." 


Brandon's hips surged forward one last time. He yelled at 
the ceiling as pulses 


of pleasure coursed up his spine to burst in star-bright flares 
behind his eyelids. 


"Just fuckin’ /ook at you," Ethan said again, wonder in his 
tone. He sat up and 


gathered Brandon close as Brandon rode out the blissful 
spasms. 


Brandon sighed, snuggling into his brother's embrace. "You 
know what I can't 


believe?" he asked. "I can't believe you're stil talking." He 
gave his head a rueful shake. 


"And I real y can't believe you made me come in my pants 
again. Not cool, dude." 


" Very cool," Ethan disagreed. He tilted Brandon's face up 
for a kiss. "You 


should have seen it from my end." 


"Oh, | intend to," Brandon said, licking his way into his 
brother's mouth. He 


reached between them to palm Ethan's still very hard dick. 
Ethan sucked in a shocked 


breath and promptly choked on it, making Brandon laugh. 


"Seriously, though," Ethan said when he'd recovered enough 
to speak. " No 


one? Not even a chick?" 


Brandon's smile turned into a frown. "No one! Okay?" He 
jumped up. "Now 


why don't you quit making me feel like shit about it, 
already? Jesus Christ!" 


When Brandon attempted to stride furiously from the room, 
Ethan was right 


behind him. 
"I'm sorry, baby." 


Ethan made a grab for his wrist, but Brandon yanked it 
away. "Fuck off," he 


spat as he lunged into the downstairs bathroom. He whirled 
to shut the door behind 


him but Ethan was right there, blocking the damn thing with 
his body. 


"I wasn't trying to make you feel like shit, Bran. | just can't 
believe—" 


Brandon flipped the buttons open on his cut-offs and yanked 
the zipper 


down. If Ethan wasn't going to leave him alone then he 
could damn well stand there 


and watch while Brandon got in the shower. It would serve 
the bastard right. Look, 


but don't touch, asshole. 


"I Know you can't," Brandon said. "I get that." He grabbed a 
hand towel to dab 


off the come slicking his pubic hair, chin lowered to the task 
but eyes raised— 


watching his brother. . who was watching him right back. 


Ethan licked his lips, and his hand rose, seemingly of its own 
volition, to flick 


his left nipple ring. "Pretty baby," he sighed, real soft, 
almost entirely under his breath. 


Brandon's dick, so recently sated, gave a jerk because when 
Ethan said it like 


that, being cal ed 'pretty baby' was pretty darn sexy. "We're 
not all whores like you, 


Ethan," Brandon said, some of the anger draining out of his 
voice. He tossed the towel 


away and reached into the shower stall to turn on the water. 
"| did have offers, you 


know." 


"I'l just bet you did." Ethan's eyes didn't seem to know 
where they wanted to 


be; they kept flitting from Brandon's face to his body to his 
dick and then back up to 


his face again. "You're goddamned gorgeous." 


Brandon rolled his eyes and stepped into the stall, unable to 
prevent his lips 


from quirking. "I look like you, you egocentric douche." 


"No." Casual as could be, Ethan yanked off his own shorts 
and stepped in 


behind his brother. 


Brandon immediately took the half step back required to 
lean against Ethan's 


body. So much for look but don't touch. 


Ethan's cock snuggled into Brandon's ass crease like it 
belonged there. "You're 


so much more than | am, Bran," Ethan said, the words 
husky, hushed. "It's like you 


glow." He drew reverent fingers down Brandon's body from 
Shoulders to hips. "You 


walk into a room and draw everyone's eyes. You're so 
beautiful. ." 


Ethan stepped back a bit and let his hands drift lower to cup 
Brandon's ass 


cheeks. Brandon whimpered, turning his face up to the 
lukewarm spray and arching 


his spine to present his butt at a better angle. Fuck, c'mon, 
Ethan, he silently urged. 


Stop dicking around and— 


", .you just make people want to. ." Instead of saying any 
more, Ethan groaned 


and dropped to his knees. 


Before Brandon could turn around to see what the hel had 
happened, Ethan 


palmed his ass cheeks apart and licked a stripe from 
Brandon's perineum to his tail 


bone. 


"Fuuuck," Brandon gasped. His palms slapped the tile in 
front of him, and his 


head fell forward, cracking against the same. The shower 
spray felt like a thousand hot 


needles digging into his sunburnt shoulders. Also, his head 
now hurt. " Ouch," he 


mumbled. 
"Y'okay?" his brother lifted his mouth away to ask. 


Brandon whined at the loss of Ethan's tongue. "Yeah," he 
said. "'M fine. Don't 


stop." And sure, he had some vague thought about the fact 
that he'd been sweating his 


bag off all day, and his ass probably tasted like. . well, like 
ass, but if Ethan didn't care, 


then fucked if Brandon did. 


Ethan went back to work. He'd narrowed his focus down to 
just Brandon's 


hole, his tongue flick-flick-flicking against the sensitive 
crinkle. 


And then, he delved inside. 


"Fuck!" Brandon yelped again. His knees quaked, and his 
stomach shuddered 


as his dick rose, rock-hard and needy once again. Brandon 
wrapped his hand around 


it, pushing back into the erotic thrust of his brother's tongue 
and then forward into his 


fist. 


"Ah, ah, ah," Ethan admonished. His teeth sank briefly into 
Brandon's ass 


cheek as he grabbed his brother's hand, halting his frantic 
strokes. "Mine." He tugged 


Brandon's fingers away. 


Brandon thought about protesting, but then Ethan was 
stroking him off, and 


that was just as good. Better even. Since his hand was once 
again free, he reached back 


and snarled it in Ethan's hair, directing his brother's mouth 
back toward his twitching 


asshole. "I said don't stop," he admonished. Ethan laughed 
and speared back inside, 


the deepest, hardest thrust yet. 


"Oh, God," Brandon groaned, mouth slack against the wet 
wall, balls drawing 


up tight. "Think I'm gonna shoot again." 


At his words, Ethan immediately stopped and rose to his 
feet. 


" Ethan!" Brandon whined, knowing he sounded like a three 
year old, but 


unable to help it. 


" Brandon!" Ethan mimicked. He grabbed their mother's 
body wash and 


calmly proceeded to foam up the shower sponge. 


Brandon made his damn near useless legs cooperate long 
enough to turn 


himself around so he could reach for his brother. "Why are 
you always such a fucking 


tease?" he asked, trying to pull Ethan's hips forward, 
toward his own. Bastard was 


stronger than he looked, though. Ethan held him off with no 
difficulty. 


"Not teasing, baby boy." Ethan's eyes were heavy-lidded, 
dark, and sexy as hell. 


His lips curved in a secret smile as he drew the sponge 
across Brandon's chest to swirl 


it into his armpits. "Next time you come, it's gonna be on 
the end of my dick," he 


explained, running the sponge down over Brandon's cock 
and between his legs. 


"Oh," Brandon said. It was hard to argue with logic like that. 


"Do me." Ethan handed Brandon the sponge before his 
thoughts could go too 


far astray. "Let's get this shit going already. I've waited way 
too long for your perfect 


ass." 


"Perfect?" Brandon asked, craning his neck to try and get a 
glimpse of said 


perfection. "Really?" 
"Yeah, I said it." Ethan grinned. 


Brandon grinned back, an ear to ear expression of 
happiness. "Yeah? Well, | 


think yours is pretty nice, too," he tossed back. "So there. 
Lift your arms up." 


Ethan did as he was told. "Thank you." His eyes fluttered 
closed when the 


sponge caught on one of his nipple rings, and that was 
something Brandon simply had 


to explore further. He shifted sideways so that the spray hit 
his brother's chest, and 


then leaned forward to trap the silver loop between his 
teeth. 


"| love these," Brandon murmured, rolling the taut nub of 
Ethan's nipple 


against the metal ring. 


"Mmm." Ethan's fingers stroked through Brandon's wet hair. 
"Maybe have to 


get you some, then, huh?" 


Brandon switched his attention to the other nipple and 
squeezed the sponge 


over Ethan's erection. "Maybe," he said as he dropped the 
sponge and gave his brother 


a nice firm stroke from root to tip. 


"Mmm," Ethan purred again. He sounded like a great big cat 
when he did 


that. Brandon gave the nipple in his mouth another bite, 
much harder, and Ethan 


sagged against the wall. "Now who's the tease?" he 
groaned. His fingers had turned 


harsh in Brandon's hair. 


Instead of answering, Brandon traveled south, leaving big, 
crescent shaped 


marks al along his brother's torso as he sank to his knees 
much slower than Ethan had 


done. Every time Brandon bit him, Ethan moaned and 
shuddered. Pre-come seeped in 


a continuous clear stream from Brandon's cockhead. 
Watching his brother come 


unglued was, without a doubt, the sexiest thing he'd ever 
seen in his life. When he got 


down to Ethan's cock, after leaving a hell of a bruise on his 
brother's sharp hipbone, 


Brandon took a moment to just look at it. His brother's dick 
was an inch, or so, shorter 


than his own, but way thicker at the base. Sweat beaded 
Brandon's brow at the thought 


of trying to take that monster up his ass. 


"Don't even worry about it," Ethan said, as if in answer to 
his thoughts. When 


Brandon glanced up, his brother gave him a tender smile. 
"It'l fit. | promise." A thumb 


came against Brandon's bottom lip, encouraging it to open. 
Ethan licked his own lips. 


"Gonna make you feel so good, baby boy," he rasped, hips 
swaying forward to rub his 


cockhead against Brandon's relaxed mouth. 


Brandon snaked his tongue all around the blunt crown, eyes 
still locked with 


his brother's. He saw Ethan's Adam's apple jump. "'Course, | 
might not be able to last 


that long," Ethan said, his breath catching. His hips rocked 
forward, pushing his dick 


gently into Brandon's mouth. He was, very obviously, trying 
to be careful, trying to be 


nice. 


Brandon didn't want his brother being fucking nice. Forcing 
himself to leave 


his throat wide open, just the way Ethan had taught him to 
when he'd shown Brandon 


how to shotgun a can of beer, Brandon grabbed his 
brother's ass and yanked him 


forward. As his lips met Ethan's pubic hair, Ethan's forehead 
crinkled, and his mouth 


dropped open on a mostly silent scream. "You sure you've 
never done this before?" he 


managed to gasp. 


That statement earned him a vicious squeeze to his swollen 
bal sac, but rather 


than yelping in pain like Brandon had expected, Ethan cried 
out in pleasure. His cock 


swelled against Brandon's palate. 


"Crap," Ethan gulped, twitching his hips back. "Wait." He 
held Brandon away. 


"Gimme a sec." 


Fuck that. Brandon wanted—no, needed—to see his brother 
lose it. Needed to 


know Ethan wanted this just as much as Brandon did. Hell, 
it's not like the guy 


wouldn't be hard again in, like, two seconds flat. Ethan 
Patrel could go al night. 


Everyone knew that. 


"Do it." Brandon said, dropping his voice down low. "Come 
for me." He 


dragged his tongue up his brother's shaft while, at the same 
time, giving his balls 


another strong squeeze. 


"Bran," Ethan said, warning clear in his tone, even as he 
bowed into the touch. 


"Come on me," Brandon invited. He took his hands away, 
Sat back on his 


heels, and arched his neck, opening his mouth in his best 
porn star imitation. 


Ethan's face contorted. "Jesus , " he choked out as his dick, 
with nary a hand 


near it, juddered and jerked and spat a thick, white stream 
of jizz onto Brandon's chin. 


Brandon caught the shuddering stem of flesh and pointed it 
more directly 


toward his mouth. Then, he stuck his tongue out like he was 
trying to catch 


snowflakes. Ethan's fists slammed into the stal walls on 
either side of him. "Jesus, 


fuck!" he cried. His whole body was shuddering now. As the 
strength of the milky 


spurts diminished, Brandon leaned forward until he was 
lapping the last few drizzles 


directly out of his brother's slit. 
Rather abruptly, it seemed, Ethan's legs gave out. 


He thumped to his knees and grabbed Brandon's face, 
fusing their lips 


together. Brandon groaned and thrust his tongue, slimed 
with Ethan's come, into his 


brother's mouth. Ethan groaned right back and greedily 
lapped the flavor up. He was 


still trembling when he came up for air some two or three 
minutes later. 


Brandon's smirk was cheeky as hell. "So after you fuck me, 
it'll be my turn to 


do you, yeah?" he whispered, plucking at the stones of his 
brother's decorated nipples. 


Ethan chuffed into his hair. "Hell, baby boy, I think we both 
know you can do 


whatever the fuck you want to me. Anytime. Anywhere." 


The water had started to run cold. Brandon disentangled 
himself and stood, 


offering his brother a hand. "Right," he said. "Let's do this 
shit, then." 


Ethan laughed outright as he accepted the help up. "Such a 
romantic." 


To which Brandon replied, "Hey, | learned from the master." 
Man, his cheeks 


were starting to hurt with how hard he was smiling. He 
grabbed a towel off the rack, 


threw it at his brother's head, and darted out the bathroom 
door. "Last one up there 


bottoms," he cal ed merrily as he sprinted through the living 
room, naked as a jaybird 


and sopping wet. 
The sound of Ethan cursing followed him up the stairs. 


Just as Brandon was about to throw open his bedroom door, 
Ethan barreled 


into him, tossing them both against the hal wall. "My room," 
he growled, 


manhandling his younger sibling further down the hal and 
through his own bedroom 


door. 


Brandon yelped when he was flung down on the unmade 
bed, his sunburn 


flaring with renewed pain. Ethan was beside him at once. 
Concern tempered the lust 


in his dark eyes. "Shit," he blurted. "Sorry, | forgot." Before 
Brandon even knew what 


was happening, he was flipped over onto his stomach. 
"Hang on, 'kay?" 


Ethan's weight left the mattress. 


Bemused, Brandon crossed his arms under his head and 
settled in to wait. 


What the hell was his brother doing now? 


Pounding footsteps raced down the stairs and, a second 
later, back up again. 


Brandon snickered. It sounded like Ethan was sprinting like a 
demon to get back to 


him. 


"Got the cream," Ethan gasped. He leaned against the door 
frame, breathing 


hard for a moment, before coming over to the bed. 


"You really want to do that right now?" Brandon asked. He 
rocked his hips 


suggestively. "'Cause I'l tell ya, | can think of better ways to 
waste time." 


"Analgesic," Ethan said. He spread a thick layer of cream 
over his palms and 


proceeded to coat Brandon's back. "Know what it means?" 


Brandon relaxed into the soothing sensation. "Why yes, | 
do," he muttered 


into the crook of his arms. "Seeing as how I'm not a toddler." 


Ethan laid a sharp slap on Brandon's right ass cheek before 
continuing with 


his gentler ministrations. Brandon moaned and humped the 
bed, but his brother 


ignored him, saying, "Do tell then, Professor Patrell. 
Analgesic. Definition?" 


"Analgesic," Brandon grunted as Ethan nudged his legs 
apart. "From the Latin 


word ‘analgesia’, meaning ‘acquired insensitivity to pain’. 


Ethan gave him another slap. "Show off. Okay, then. How 
‘bout a definition 


for 'antiseptic'?" His fingers trailed down Brandon's ass 
crease. 


Brandon spread even further for the lovely man. "Antiseptic; 
a. ." Ethan's 


index finger was circling his sphincter, making conversation 
somewhat difficult. "A 


substance inhibiting the growth of. ." Brandon said in a rush. 
"of. . God, Ethan, just do 


it!" 


Brandon hollered at the harsh crack of Ethan's hand landing 
on his ass fora 


third freakin’ time. He was spread like a goddamned frog 
now, legs splayed at ninety 


degree angles away from his body, practically begging his 
brother to stop messing 


around and fuck him already! 


"Antiseptic?" 


"A substance inhibiting the growth of micro-organisms on 
living flesh," 


Brandon spat out. One of Ethan's long, long fingers slid into 
his body. Brandon 


automatically started to pull away. It felt weird. . Ethan 
brushed against something 


deep inside him that made Brandon gasp and reverse 
directions so fast his knee joints 


popped. Weird, but, holy crap, amazing! 


"Or in other words, something that prevents infection," 
Ethan said. "Dude, 


why do you always have to go for the long-winded answer?" 


Ethan didn't actually expect him to carry on a conversation, 
did he? Was the 


man insane? 


"| don't know, man," Brandon said, trying his best not to 
moan. "I guess | just 


thought—" Ethan's finger found that spot again and Brandon 
white-knuckled the 


sheets. "—thought this talking crap was some sort of—Oh 
God—" He pounded his 


forehead against the mattress, which only served to remind 
him that his head still hurt 


from hitting it in the damn shower. "—foreplay for you—" he 
succeeded in saying, 


though the words were so guttural they were almost 
unintelligible. "Fuck, Ethan. Two. 


Do two." 


"Bossy bitch," Ethan said. "How can | resist a request like 
that?" He sounded 


strange, like he was still out of breath or something. 


Brandon groaned and thrust his ass up in the air when 
another of his 


brother's long fingers burrowed in beside the first. He 
couldn't even begin to imagine 


how slutty he looked, and he couldn't even begin to care. 


"So I'm thinkin'," Ethan said, fingers sawing carefully in and 
out of his 


brother's body. "That analgesic and antiseptic can only be 
good things when stretching 


you wide open enough. ." Here he leaned over Brandon's 
back and purred, ".. to take 


my big, thick cock up your virgin ass," into Brandon's ear 
while thrusting both fingers 


as deep as they would go. His voice was pure sin. 


Brandon whimpered and bit at the muscle of his bicep, 
trying to hold it 


together long enough for Ethan to make good on his 
promise. 


"What do you think, babe?" Ethan asked, his tone once 
again perfectly neutral 


as he pulled out to squirt more cream onto his fingers. 


"I think you're a cock-tease, asshole!" Brandon cried, 
tormented past all 


endurance. He was Shivering like a racehorse that had been 
run too long. "I think 


you're al fuckin’ talk and no—" 


Ethan wrapped a hand around Brandon's throat and used it 
to pull the 


younger man up against his chest. Brandon was left flailing, 
with nothing to hold on 


to, his legs spread so wide the muscles ached. All his weight 
rested back against his 


brother's firm torso. Ethan's nipple rings abraded his back 
as his brother's chest 


heaved. "You want me to go faster?" Ethan hissed. His hand 
was replaced by his 


bunched, tattooed forearm. It flexed to cut off Brandon's air 
as three fingers speared 


into his body. The angle was awkward now, and it hurt. 
"Well, you won't be able to 


handle ‘faster’, brat. So quit pushing me, 'cause | can only 
take so much." 


Brandon's hands landed on the strangling arm—just 
because he had nothing 


else to hold onto- not because he wanted Ethan to stop. 
"Fuck me, Ethan," he rasped. 


He laid his head back against his brother's shoulder showing 
perfect trust, even as 


glittery sparkles danced behind his eyes from the lack of 
oxygen. Brandon bore down 


on his brother's fingers. He may not have had any ass sex 
yet, but he'd researched the 


hell out of it. He Knew exactly how to push down, push 
against, and open himself up 


for the crazy, sexy bastard behind him. 


Ethan's arm loosened, slipping down to Brandon's chest in 
an anxious clench. 


"| don't want to fuck this up," he groaned. 


Brandon caught Ethan's chin and tugged it to the side so 
that he could look 


him in the eyes and say, "You aren't. You won't." He opened 
his lips against his 


brother's, inviting him inside. Ethan accepted the invitation. 
Ethan's breath shuddered 


out of him as he ate at Brandon's mouth. 


"| trust you, Ethan," Brandon breathed into the kiss. He 
rocked his hips, 


taking the fingers he was pretty sure Ethan had forgotten he 
still had buried in his 


body down past the first knuckles. 


Ethan immediately tried to steal the hand back, but Brandon 
grabbed his 


wrist and held him in place. "Baby, please," Ethan hissed, 
fighting Brandon's strength. 


"| trust you," Brandon said again. Another push, and Ethan's 
fingers were as 


deep as they could go. "Christ, Ethan, just fuck me already!" 


Ethan raised his head to the ceiling. Eyes squeezed shut. 
Jaw clenched tight. 


"God damn it!" he cried. He ripped his fingers free, in spite 
of Brandon's opposing 


strength, and pushed Brandon down onto al fours. Brandon 
instantly twisted onto his 


back. Never mind that it hurt like a bitch. They were going 
to do this face to face. He 


didn't care if his skin flayed right the fuck off! 


"Other way's easier your first time," Ethan said, even as he 
threw himself 


down on top of Brandon. He was pressing frantic, open- 
mouthed kisses to Brandon's 


throat, chin, and cheeks as his arm shot out to fumble open 
the night table drawer. 


When he grabbed a silver packet, Brandon caught his hand 
and wrapped his 


own around it, trapping the foil between them. "You always 
use a condom?" he asked, 


lifting his chin higher for his brother's greedy mouth. 


"Yeah," Ethan breathed. He glided up to Brandon's mouth, 
and their tongues 


got tangled together again, the condom temporarily 
forgotten. When Brandon shifted 


his hips so that Ethan's dick slipped down and pressed 
between his ass cheeks, Ethan 


let out this anguished sounding groan and ripped the packet 
open with his teeth. 


"Can't fuckin’ wait anymore," he panted. 


Brandon scooped up the burn cream from where it had 
rolled half under his 


ass and wriggled a hand free to squirt some into his palm. 
"Me either." 


Ethan's eyes rolled back when Brandon reached down to 
grease him up. 


"Baby," he groaned, rocking into the sensation. "Need to put 
this on first." He shook 


the packet. 


"Mmm," Brandon hummed, giving his brother another 
stroke. "Always use 


one, huh?" 


"Yeah, | already told—" Ethan finally seemed to clue in to 
what Brandon was 


asking. "Yeah," he repeated softly. "Yes." He lifted up on one 
elbow and cupped his 


brother's face. " Always. " 


Brandon smiled and plucked the condom from his brother's 
hand, tossing it 


across the room before lifting his hips and taking Ethan's 
naked cock inside his body. 


Ethan's muscles tensed up. Every one. He held himself 
perfectly still. "Y'okay?" 


That was a hard question to answer. Ethan's glans was the 
only part of him in 


Brandon's ass and Brandon already felt too stretched. On 
the other hand, it was 


Ethan's cock stretching him, the realization of every fantasy 
Brandon had ever had. 


Compared to that, what was a little pain? He could deal. 
Anyway, it got better, right? 


Ethan's brow creased. "I'm hurting you, aren't I?" He started 
to pul away. 


"God, | tried to tel you. ." 


Brandon grabbed his brother's hips and hauled him back. 
Too far back. They 


both gasped as Ethan slammed al the way home. 
"Fuck!" Brandon yelped. 


"Fuck! Ethan groaned. He bowed his head and drew a big, 
Shuddery breath. 


"That was real y dumb, Bran," he growled a moment later. 
"What the fuck?" 


Brandon couldn't help noticing that even while Ethan 
berated him, his cock 


jerked inside Brandon's body and his hips rocked, grinding 
them even closer together. 


"Does hurt a bit," Brandon admitted, sliding his inner thighs 
up Ethan's outer ones 


until they rested against his brother's waist. This served to 
open him up and drive 


Ethan deeper at the same time. "Kiss me and make it 
better?" 


A surprised laugh fel from Ethan's mouth. His gaze traveled 
over Brandon's 


face, and his expression turned adoring. "Shoulda known 
you'd be like this," he said. 


His knuckle stroked down Brandon's cheekbone and over his 
lips. 


"Like what?" Brandon asked, licking at the digit. He rocked 
his own hips, 


turning Ethan's grind into a proper thrust. Rest time was 
over. 


"Bossy." Ethan's teeth caught at his lower lip. "Sexy," he 
sighed, taking over the 


rhythm. He was better at it. The next thrust, he cupped his 
hands behind Brandon's 


knees and raised them even higher, up near Brandon's 
shoulders. Brandon cried out 


and dug his fingers into Ethan's back as his spine intuitively 
bowed, forcing his hips 


down. 


"Incredible." Ethan leaned in. "Shoulda known you'd be 
fuckin' incredible," he 


moaned, into Brandon's mouth. 


If he'd had the words, Brandon would have said something 
like, Duh! Have 


you met my brother, Mr. Sex God of the Universe? Of course 
l'm good at this! He didn't 


have the words, though, because Mr. Sex God of the 
Universe was currently buried 


between his thighs, and Brandon couldn't quite remember 
how to breathe, let alone 


talk. Ethan's hips were snapping now, every stroke hard and 
fast and agonizingly true. 


Each one managed to find Brandon's prostate and hit it 
dead on. 


Brandon clutched his brother's shoulders, his heart 
thundering out the same 


frantic tempo as Ethan's hammering cock. It was almost too 
much. Joo intense. People 


weren't meant to survive this kind of bliss, surely. Though if 
he were to die? Right this 


moment? Well, that'd be just fine, because it couldn't 
possibly get any better than. . 


Ethan let one of Brandon's legs fal to wrap his hand around 
Brandon's cock. 


"Gonna come, baby," he warned, hoarsely. "Come with me." 
He jacked Brandon off, 


doing that wristy-twisty thing at the top of every stroke. And 
Ethan's cock, his 


marvelously hard, marvelously thick cock swelled 
impossibly larger, jerking against 


Brandon's prostate and coating his insides with liquid heat. 
And, holy shit! What do 


you know? It could get better. Way fuckin' better! 


Brandon's body convulsed. His nails scored his brother's 
back, scrabbling to 


find purchase in the tsunami of ecstasy that washed over 
him. "Ethan!" he wailed, tears 


spilling down his cheeks even as his cock spilled come all 
over his brother's hand. "I 


love you!" 


Quaking through his own storm of pleasure, Ethan still 
caught Brandon close 


and whispered, "Not as much as | love you, baby boy. Not 
nearas much as | love you." 


Epilogue 


"Hey, | think Mom's home." 


Brandon, who'd been happily dozing with his older brother's 
warm, naked 


body spooned against him, sat up so fast his vision swam. 


Ethan laughed and rolled onto his back. "Kidding. My arm 
was just asleep." 


"Jesus Christ, Ethan!" Brandon hit him with a pillow. "That's 
not funny!" 


Ethan pretended to pout. "It was a little funny." 


Brandon glared at him, and Ethan's grin broke free. "Sorry, 
baby." He patted 


his chest. "C'mere." 


Brandon had never been able to resist that devilish smile. 
“Wasn't funny," he 


grumbled again, settling down to lay his head on his 
brother's chest, right over his 


heart. 
"Was so." 


Brandon gave him a nasty pinch. Ethan just chuckled and 
ran a languid hand 


up Brandon's spine. "How's your back?" he asked softly. 


Brandon's eyelids were growing heavy, his brother's strong 
heartbeat trying to 


lull him back to sleep. "Okay," he mumbled, struggling to 
keep his eyes open. He 


couldn't fall asleep in Ethan's bed, as much as he might 
want to. Their mom might 


really come home tonight. "Analgesic," he said sagely. 
"How's yours?" He'd scratched 


his brother up pretty badly. 


He felt more than heard Ethan's chuff of amusement. 
"Antiseptic," he replied, 


his fingers moving to play in Brandon's hair. 


Brandon smiled into his brother's skin. Just as his eyes 
started to slip closed, 


despite his best efforts, Ethan curled his right arm around 
Brandon's waist. Brandon 


studied the new tat from only a few inches away. 
At first glance it was simply a very detailed tree, but. . 


Brandon frowned and lifted Ethan's arm to inspect the ink 
more closely. "Is 


that my. .?" He turned his brother's arm over, baring the 
tender inner flesh. Tree roots 


encircled Ethan's wrist, and sure enough, they spelled out 
Brandon's name. He raised 


his head to find his brother looking at him with a placid 
smile. 


"And here," Ethan said. "Did you see?" He pointed. It took 
Brandon a second, 


but then he gasped. Ethan's smile widened. "Love that 
picture of you," he admitted, 


bringing the arm in front of his own eyes to trace a finger 
over the image so cleverly 


hidden in the leaves. It was a picture of Brandon taken a few 
weeks before Ethan had 


left. Brandon was smirking and giving the camera, which his 
brother had been 


holding, the good ol' one finger salute. "My pretty baby," 
Ethan sighed. He pressed a 


kiss to the spot before lowering the arm around Brandon's 
waist once more. 


Brandon's eyes were wide. A little wet. "God, you really do 
love me, don't 


you?" he breathed. "I mean, you're really, totally, head-over- 
heels in /ove with me." 


Ethan arched a brow. "You're just getting that now?" He 
gave his head a rueful 


Shake. "See? Stupid." He reached down to grope Brandon's 
ass and pull him more fully 


on top of him. "Good thing you're so sexy." 


"And you won't ever leave me again, right?" Brandon 
whispered, paying no 


attention to his brother's teasing. He raised himself up to 
get a good grip on Ethan's 


shoulders. "Because seriously, Ethan, | can't live through it 
again. So, if that's what 


you're planning, please, just tell me now." 


Ethan's expression turned solemn. "It almost broke me to 
leave you once," he 


said. "Not gonna happen again." He cupped Brandon's jaw, 
his thumb sweeping over 


Brandon's cheek. "If you want me, baby boy, I'm all yours." 


Brandon's heart paused and thumped. His throat clogged 
with tears. " /f | want 


you?" he rasped. He leaned forward and claimed Ethan's lips 
in a fierce kiss, showing 


his big brother just exact/y how much he did want him. 


And always would. 





Depression, Love, 
and Swimming Pools 
Leigh Wilder 


“There's something wrong with Derrick," their mother said 
as soon as Cale 


walked in the front door. Cale ignored the tightness in his 
chest as he tried to pretend 


it didn't matter that their mother was more concerned about 
Derrick, the son who 


lived in her pool house, than Cale, the one who had been 
teaching business 


management four hundred miles away for the past three 
months without so much as 


an email or phone call. 


"There's always something wrong with Derrick," Cale said, 
setting his bag 


down inside the door. His mother wrapped her arms around 
his neck in a hug, 


squishing the large stack of mid-term essays he carried 
between them. 


"You know | worry," she said. "I never have to worry about 
you, my big man 


on campus. How is the semester going?" 


He held up the stack of papers. "Professor Reinhardt 
decided | needed to 


grade papers over spring break instead of getting drunk and 
going to the beach." Cale 


would never dream of doing anything like that, anyway. That 
was Derrick's life. Cale 


was dutiful, respectful, clean-cut, and straight as an arrow. 
He had spent the past 


twenty-three years making up for his older brother's 
eccentricities: gaining straight 


A's, playing both football and baseball, and going to grad 
school to become a 


functioning member of society. Derrick sat around in the 
pool house and wasted his 


life. 


"I'm glad you're here," his Mother said, still trying to cling to 
him. "He hasn't 


come out of the pool in two days. He just. . floats there" 


"Drama queen," Cale muttered. He took the stack of papers 
to be graded up to 


his father's study, taking a moment to look around the 
room. It was dusty from disuse. 


A cleaning lady came twice a week, but she only did the 
rooms his mother lived in. 


Much of the house was shut up when Cale was away. He 
came home for one week out 


of each school break, and that had been the way of things 
for over five years. He kept 


away, not because he was happier away from home, but 
because it was easier. Cale 


never really felt close to their mother, as she was always 
doting over "poor Derrick." It 


was hard enough losing his father, with whom he shared an 
incredibly close bond. It 


was even harder to deal with their mother always fawning 
over Derrick and fretting if 


he so much as sighed dramatically. Cale dealt with the 
situation by detaching himself 


mentally from his family as much as possible. Their mother 
always became "Mother" 


in his mind and speech, never "Mom" or "Mommy"; it made 
it easier on him. Derrick 


inexplicably followed his brother's speech patterns. 


He touched the ancient computer monitor and glanced at 
the row of Daytime 


Emmy Awards on the mantle. Their father wrote soap 
operas, and drama tended to 


run in the family. Cale and Derrick used to act out their 
father's scripts as he wrote 


them every night in this very room. Derrick was also a 
writer, but was rather less 


successful. 


Cale went back downstairs and out the French doors that led 
to the pool. 


Derrick was floating face-up and spread-eagle the in the 
center of the kidney-shaped 


body of water, still as death. Cale had a flashback of being 
thirteen and finding their 


father face down in the pool. Derrick looked like their father. 
Tall and rail thin, he 


could eat whatever he wanted and stil maintain a physique 
of skin and bones. He 


Shared their father's dark hair and gray eyes. For someone 
who had been floating ina 


Swimming pool for two days in California, even in April, 
Derrick was remarkably 


pale. 


Cale took after their mother, fair-haired, but not fair-skinned; 
he tanned very 


easily. In high school he had been fit, but years away from 
sports had caused him to go 


a little paunchy around the middle, something he vowed to 
take care of, but never 


quite found the time. He was comfortable in his body, 
though, and his last boyfriend, 


Reggie, had enjoyed being topped by a larger man. 


He watched his brother float and battled visions of his 
father's corpse. 


“Mother says you've been in there for two days," he cal ed 
out. 


"| got out to sleep," Derrick protested. 
"What are you doing?" 

"What does it look like? Nothing." 
"Have you been eating?" Cale asked. 
"Haven't felt like it." 

"Would you like to come in now?" 
"Not real y," Derrick answered. 


Cale held back a groan. Why was it always like this? He 
thought, as he looked 


around and found the shepherd's crook. They had used it to 
tow their father out of the 


water, but Cale was more accustomed to using it to collect 
Derrick. He stood at the 


edge of the pool and hooked Derrick around the middle on 
the first try. His brother 


didn't fight it as Cale pul ed him over to the side of the pool. 
“Don't make me get al 


wet pul ing you out of there," he said. 


Derrick righted himself and folded his wet arms on the 
cement at Cale's feet. 


"Hello, Cale." 
"Hy" 


Derrick didn't say anything else. He simply hefted himself 
out of the water. 


Cale had to back away to avoid his shoes getting wet. 
Derrick was only wearing a pair 


of white boxer shorts, rendered pointless by the water. Cale 
could see his long, thin 


cock and tangle of dark pubic hair. He knew his eyes 
lingered too long; when he 


looked up, his eyes met Derrick's and he knew he'd been 
caught. Derrick walked over 


to a lounge chair and picked up his blue terrycloth robe and 
wrapped himself up. "Did 


Mother call you home to deal with me?" 


"Do | look like someone who would drive four hundred miles 
just to save you 


from drowning yourself? It's spring break”. 


"Ah," Derrick said, as he walked past Cale into the house. 
Cale let the 


Shepherd's crook fall to the ground and followed his older 
brother. 


Their mother got out the good china and dusted off the 
dining room table for 


dinner, though they took up only one small corner of the 
long table. When the boys 


were young, the table hosted dinner parties, meetings, and 
get-togethers. Their 


parents were constantly entertaining people in 'the 
business’ in hopes that one day 


their father's screenplay would be optioned. It never was, 
and now the table was only 


used when Cale came home. 


Derrick slumped in his chair in his damp robe. Cale and their 
mother kept 


looking at him as he pushed his food around his plate. "It's 
so nice having my boys 


together for dinner," their mother said, her voice echoing in 
the nearly empty room. 


Cale nodded. "Derrick, isn't it nice having Cale home?" 
"| Suppose." 


"| feel so loved," Cale said. Derrick looked up from his plate, 
meeting Cale's 


eyes. Cale didn't know what Derrick was trying to say with 
that look. 


"Derrick is off his meds, aren't you, dear?" 
"Yas," 


Wel, that is part of the problem, Cale thought. The meds 
usually kept Derrick 


out of the pool. Cale knew his mother expected him to 
address the issue, but he wasn't 


going to, not at dinner, and not in front of her. The last thing 
Derrick needed was both 


of them telling him what to do. "I'm up for the Fellows 
Grant," Cale said, effectively 


steering the conversation away from Derrick as his mother 
beamed and told him how 


proud she was. 


Derrick disappeared before they finished eating, and Cale 
volunteered to load 


the dishwasher. He looked out the window into the back 
yard. The pool house 


windows were lit up and the pool itself was empty. His 
mother lingered around the 


kitchen doorway. "Go talk to him," she pleaded, as he wiped 
his hands on a dish towel. 


"He listens to you." 


"No, he doesn't," Cale said, but went outside anyway. 


The pool house was covered in white siding on the outside, 
but the inside was 


unfinished. Derrick had pushed al of the pool supplies into 
one corner and the smal 


room was dominated by a futon covered in tangled blankets, 
a card table with 


Derrick's laptop, a tower of paperbacks, and the scattered 
papers that were very likely 


his latest book. Derrick had changed out of his wet shorts 
and was only wearing black 


boxer briefs. He was laying flat on the futon, staring up at 
the exposed beams of the 


ceiling. "Have you forgone clothes completely?" Cale asked, 
looking down at his 


brother. 


In his almost naked state, Derrick looked younger than Cale. 
He was all bones 


and angles. Derrick had a mole on his left shoulder and a 
pair of scars on his torso 


from having his gallbladder out. Derrick closed his eyes, 
dark lashes resting on pale 


cheeks. "I don't see the point," he answered. Cale wondered 
if Derrick knew how 


vulnerable he looked. He suspected that Derrick did, as 
Derrick excel ed at seeming 


weak and vulnerable, and he was going to work it to his 
advantage. 


Derrick had always been guarded, even when they were 
children. Besides 


their father, Cale was the only one he ever let in. "So, what's 
wrong?" Cale asked, 


getting to the point. The papers he had brought were going 
to take him all week to 


grade as it was. He didn't have time to babysit his older 
brother. 


“The world is in a downward Spiral of shit and I'm at the 
center of it." 


"That's very pathetic." Cale had meant to say ‘poetic.’ 


Derrick didn't seem to notice Cale's Freudian slip. "I don't 
care." 


"Really, what's the problem? I want to help." 


"Can you fix the economy? Can you stop the war? Free 
Tibet? Save the 


whales? Fuck it all. What's the point, Cale?" 


"| don't see why it matters to you. You don't ever leave the 
property; who cares 


what the rest of the world is doing?" 


"I'm having problems with my book," Derrick said, his voice 
flat. "I haven't 


written in months." 
"When did you go off your meds?" 


"New Year's. | thought | would try having resolutions. | made 
a list." 


"How are you doing?" Cale asked. 


"Javier pul ed it out of the swimming pool filter two days 
ago. You'll have to 


ask him." 


"You drowned your list." This wasn't a surprise to Cale; very 
little that Derrick 


did was a Surprise. 


"One. Write the great American novel. The great American 
novel is full of 


shit. Two. Get a tattoo of something prosaic." He leaned over 
and picked up a sketch 


book off the floor and threw it at Cale. 
“Barbed wire on the bicep is pretty prosaic," Cale offered. 
“Three. Start swimming laps." 


"You're kidding me. Where do your meds fit into al of this, 
exactly?" 


"They don't. People on meds don't do those things. They sit 
around, content 


to do nothing. It makes them lucid enough to go to work 
nine to five in a tie anda 


Lexus. Fuck that." 


"So you're too depressed to write, but you won't go on your 
meds because they 


make you not depressed enough to write?" 
"Correct." Derrick answered. 


"Derrick, stop whining and take your pills! Mother can't 
handle finding you 


floating dead in the swimming pool, and | don't have the 
time to come home in the 


middle of the semester and deal with it." 
"| would wait until summer vacation." 
“That doesn't help any." 

"| might get over it." Derrick said. 

"By taking your damn pil s!" 

"Cale?" 

"What?" 


"I'm glad you've come home." 


Glad I've come home, Cale thought, as he walked back to 
the house. It wasn't 


as though he could tell. Glad Derrick and Suicidal Derrick 
were nearly the same 


person. Cale's mother was in her bedroom when he went 
upstairs. "Well?" she called 


as he walked by. 


"He doesn't like being lucid," Cale said. He lingered outside 
the doorway. He 


didn't like his mother's room. She redecorated and painted it 
after their father died, 


erasing him from the room completely. "He's taking up 
swimming laps." 


"That's not funny," she said. 
"| suggest draining the pool," Cale said. 


Cale went to the study. The dust swirled as he sat down in 
his father's nice 


leather chair . He pulled the stack of papers toward him, 
fished a red pen out of the 


drawer, and started to read. 


There was a Zen state to grading papers. Cale loved the red 
ink and he liked 


putting convoluted thoughts into place. However, the more 
he tried to relax into 


grading, the more his thoughts kept drifting to Derrick. Why 
couldn't Derrick put his 


brain in order? Why couldn't he get out of his pool house 
and be normal? He could go 


back to school, get a job, a girlfriend, a boyfriend, anything 
but lay there staring at the 


ceiling. If Cale could do it, Derrick should, too. Cale didn't 
see why Derrick had such 


a hard time. 


Cale realized he was staring at the paper in front of him, not 
seeing it at all. 


His pen was loose in his hand, a squiggle of ink sliding from 
the nib across the margin 


of the paper. He sighed and dropped the pen. Apparently 
Zen wasn't going to happen 


that evening. He decided to go to bed, and hoped that this 
would al be better in the 


morning. 


Derrick was not in the pool the next morning, much to Cale's 
relief, but he 


wasn't at breakfast, either. Their mother made Belgian 
waffles and vegetarian sausage. 


Cale ate heartily; the food was so much better at home than 
his attempts in the 


miniscule kitchen in his apartment. He ate until he couldn't 
move. 


When Cale was finished, his Mother handed him a plate of 
waffles with 


strawberries and whipped cream. "Take this out to your 
brother," she said. "It's his 


favorite." Cale wondered if she would think to make his 
favorite (western omelets) the 


next morning. 


Cale passed the plate back to her. "Don't coddle him, 
Mother. It's exactly what 


he wants, more attention. If he's hungry he can come inside 
and eat with the rest of 


the family." His mother sat down, and Cale handed her a 
fork. "You eat." 


She cut the waffle with the side of the fork and dipped it in 
the whipped 


cream. "I know | coddle him, just like | coddled your father. 
‘Darling, don't worry, this 


producer is the one you'll sell the screenplay this time.'" She 
gave Cale a weak smile. "It 


was a terrible screenplay, you know." 
"| liked it," Cale said. 


"You were thirteen. I'm sure to you, it was brilliant. Your 
father had a talent 


for the small screen. He couldn't handle a feature. He won 
all of those awards, but no 


one would take him seriously. He was worse than your 
brother. Sicker." She sighed. 


"He just. . snapped." 
"You don't know that." 


"I do, and so did he." she finished, her voice little more than 
a whisper. 


"Derrick isn't Dad," Cale told her. 
"Just go check on him," she said. "Make sure he's okay." 


Cale made his brother a cup of coffee, hoping the stimulus 
of caffeine would 


get him to get off the futon and put on clothes, at the very 
least. When he stepped 


inside the pool house, Derrick was still in his underwear, but 
he was sitting in the 


folding chair at his card table looking at his blank computer 
screen. 


"It helps if you turn it on," Cale tried to joke. 


"No, it doesn't," Derrick replied. Cale slid the laptop back 
from the edge of the 


table and put the coffee in front of Derrick. To his surprise, 
Derrick leaned sideways 


and rested his head on Cale's hip. "Sometimes | like being 
this way," he said, talking 


into Cale's t-shirt. "I'm not happy with it, but I like it. Does 
that make sense?" 


"Not really," Cale said, very aware of his brother's mouth 
moving against his 


torso. 


"| feel closer to Dad when I'm like this." Cale rested a hand 
on top of his 


brother's head. They hadn't been this close in a long time. It 
was nice, although how 


much he enjoyed it was a little disconcerting. "Why did you 
run away?" Derrick asked 


him. 
"| never ran away." 


"You ran away the first chance you could get. You turned 
eighteen and you 


left." 
"| just went to school." 
"Four hundred miles away." 


"| had to," Cale said. The move to lean down and kiss the 
top of Derrick's 


head was a raw impulse. He didn't Know why he did it, or 
what he expected to happen. 


Derrick looked up at him and stood up in one smooth 
movement, without 


hesitation he was in Cale's arms; they hadn't embraced like 
that since their father's 


funeral. Derrick's hard angles felt so fragile against Cale. 
Though Derrick was the 


tal er of the two, he still buried his face in Cale's shoulder. 
He smelled like chlorine. 


"You don't need me," Cale said. 
"Yes, | do." Cale froze when Derrick kissed his neck. 


Cale didn't know what to do. "You're twenty-eight years old," 
he said, deciding 


to pretend everything was normal. Derrick had issues, after 
all. "You need to take care 


of yourself." 


Derrick pul ed away. Without a word he pushed past Cale 
and walked out of 


the pool house. Cale stood there, not exactly sure what had 
happened. He was even 


more surprised to discover that he had the beginnings of an 
erection. 


He heard a splash of water come from outside. 


Cale froze. He picked up the mug of forgotten coffee and 
threw it against the 


wall. The dark liquid splattered all over Derrick's pillows. 
Cale stomped out of the 


pool house and saw Derrick floating face-down in the water. 
"I'm not going in after 


you this time," he cal ed out. "Go ahead and drown. See if | 
care." 


Cale went back inside and buried himself in papers until 
lunch time. He was 


able to concentrate, and got through three papers, eager to 
push that morning's events 


out of his mind. Instead, he filled it with the morons in the 
intro class he was in charge 


of. The red ink was as bright as blood against the white 
papers, and he began to take a 


malicious joy in every mark-up. 


He began to write long-winded explanations to his 
corrections before he 


looked down at a student's essay and saw more red than 
text. "Something's wrong with 


me," Cale said aloud. 


He threw the pen down, feeling tight and itchy al over. He 
needed to move. 


He got up and stretched his legs. He walked over to the 
window and pul ed up the 


Shade. It overlooked the pool and he saw Derrick stil 
floating, though he had turned 


face-up. Fuck you, Cale thought, letting the blinds slam shut 
again. 


He paced the room, wishing he had never come home, 
wishing he never had 


to see his brother again, and wishing—no. He didn't wish 
Derrick was dead. He just 


wished he knew what to do with him. 


Cale needed to get out of the house. He decided to walk 
around the block. It 


was a different place from when they were young. Everyone 
had grown up and moved 


on, except for Derrick . Derrick was stagnant and 
unchanging. Cale had moved away, 


but he hadn't moved on. 


He walked in a wide circle around several blocks until he 
was back at their 


house again. Javier kept up the yard and did minor repairs 
around the house, so it 


looked just like every other house in the neighborhood, but 
inside it felt like a tomb of 


the past. No wonder Derrick preferred the pool house. 


Cale didn't check on the pool when he came back, and was 
Surprised when 


Derrick made an appearance at dinner without being cajoled 
or forced into the 


activity. He stil hadn't gotten dressed, though, and when 
Cale didn't think Derrick 


was looking he would take a glance at his bare chest. 


Their mother, deciding that it was best to pretend 
everything was normal, 


informed them of al of the goings on in her shows, and of 
the people she knew who 


worked on them. Soap operas had been their father's work, 
but it was their mother's 


passion. 


"Come outside with me," Derrick said to Cale when they 
were done eating. 


"Sure," Cale said, hoping for an explanation for his brother's 
actions earlier. 


The feeling of his brother pressed against him, lips on flesh, 
had been flowing through 


his veins all day. 


Cale felt aghast when Derrick stepped into the deep end of 
the pool. He came 


up treading water. "Why don't you come in?" he asked. 
"You know | don't like swimming." 


"You love it," Derrick said. 


"| don't like swimming in there." 


"It's not that bad," Derrick said. "It's kind of peaceful, like 
he's still here." 


"Is that why you like it?" 
Derrick nodded. 


Cale sighed and slipped out of his shoes. He rolled up the 
legs of his jeans and 


sat on the edge, letting his feet dangle in the water. It was 
warm, like bath water. Their 


father had a heater installed to keep the water at swimming 
temperature year-round. 


"I'm calm when I'm in here," Derrick said. "Everything gets 
so overwhelming 


and | know it's never going to get better and | just want to 
scream and cry and break 


things, so | come here, and it's soothing. | don't get in the 
pool to drown myself. It's 


the only thing keeping me from drowning." 
"You could always try your meds." 


"Are you happy?" Derrick asked, changing the subject so 
fast Cale answered 


automatically. 


"Yes, ul 


“How do you feel when you complete a big project for your 
degree?" 


"Relieved." 


“That sounds very happy. Are you seeing anyone right 
now?" 


Cale frowned. "Reggie dumped me two months ago. Why 
are you asking me 


these questions? You never ask me about me." 


"I know; I'm very selfish. I'm just trying to understand. You 
haven't smiled 


once since you got here." 


"Why should I? | have an insane brother and a mother who 
would rather 


watch fake drama on television than deal with the drama 
unfolding in her own back 


yard!" 
"Did Reggie make you smile?" 


"I—" Cale caught himself. "No. No he didn't. He was nice to 
look atanda 


good cook, but not much else." 


"Now who's the insane one?" Derrick asked, and he smiled. 
"At least I'm aware 


that I'm sick. You're just as miserable as | am." 


Derrick didn't give Cale enough time to let that sink in; he 
reached out and 


grabbed Cale by the front of the shirt, yanking him into the 
pool. Cale was shocked 


when his face hit the water and he came up sputtering. 
"Why did you do that?" 


“Because you needed it," he said, as he dunked him under 
again. 


Angry, Cale spit water in his brother's face. "I am not 
depressed!" 


"Yes, you are. Talk to my therapist. She'll give you meds, 
too. We can be 


zombies together and work in an office in matching cubicles. 
Doesn't that sound 


exciting?" 


"| don't want to work in an office!" Cale said. "Why do you 
think I'm stil in 


school?" He didn't realize it until he said it, but it was true. 
He didn't need a master's 


degree. He was hiding in his academics just like Derrick was 
hiding in the pool house. 


School was just another way to escape the mundanity of 
real life. 


He was treading water in the swimming pool where his 
father had killed 


himself, listening to his depressed brother tell him that he 
was the one with the 


problem. This was ridiculous. He wasn't sure it could get any 
worse, but clearly he had 


underestimated Derrick. 


Derrick grabbed Cale by the front of his t-shirt and pulled 
him close. "Come 


home and stay with me," he said, and kissed him, hard. 


Cale stopped treading water and so did Derrick, grasping at 
Cale's face as they 


sank down below the surface. He didn't think about 
drowning, al he cared about was 


the shooting heat that started in his lips and traveled 
through his entire body. It had 


been a long time since he had been so close to anyone. 
Actually, he had never been 


close to anyone the way he had been close to Derrick. 


Cale didn't need oxygen, just Derrick delving inside, and for 
those few 


moments he didn't care that they were brothers. The only 
thing that mattered was that 


he loved Derrick, and Derrick was hurting. If this was what 
he needed. . maybe Cale 


needed it, too. 


Cale's feet hit the bottom of the pool, and he started 
running out of air. He 


reluctantly pul ed away from Derrick and pushed back up 
toward the surface. The 


splash of water filled his ears and he took great gulps, 
expecting to find Derrick doing 


the same. He looked down. Derrick was still at the bottom of 
the pool. 


"Idiot." Cale dove, he grabbed his brother and pul ed him to 
the top. Derrick 


coughed and gasped when they broke to the surface. He 
didn't struggle as Cale 


dragged him over to the shallow end of the pool "What the 
hell were you trying to do 


back there?" he demanded. 


Derrick didn't look at him. "I'm sorry. | had to do it. God, I've 
been wanting to 


do that for ten years." 
"Drown?" 


Derrick looked up at him, and something changed in his 
face. It was a little 


brighter. "Cale, I. ." He stopped mid-sentence and before 
Cale could react Derrick was 


clawing at his younger brother's t-shirt, which was stuck to 
his chest, as he tried to kiss 


him again. 


Cale pushed Derrick away. "What the hell!" He ignored the 
stirrings he felt 


when his brother grasped for him a second time. "What's 
wrong with you?" 


Derrick looked at him, wide-eyed. "But you kissed back." 


"l-I didn't mean to," Cale protested. "You took me by 
Surprise." 


"You didn't stop, you didn't pull away. Cale, you have no 
idea. ." 


"Wait a minute," Cale said when Derrick tried to reach for 
him a third time. 


"This isn't right. It isn't normal." 


"I'm not normal. | battled through that years ago, and | don't 
give a damn 


about social norms. It's not wrong if it feels good, Cale, and | 
know you thought it felt 


good." 


Cale felt like he was the one drowning. "I don't understand. 
Where did this 


come from?" 


"You never noticed? Cale, it's always been there." Derrick 
lowered his voice. 


"Always." 


Cale shook his head. "You're crazy." 


“People have been tel ing me that for a while." Derrick's 
voice was steady and 


neutral. "I have half of the social disorders in the book; | 
might as wel have a fetish for 


my little brother, too. | tried to keep it from you, especially 
when we were younger, but 


it's been bad the last few months and | guess. . | guess it 
can't get any worse. You might 


as well know." 
"Do you feel better?" 
"| don't know yet. That depends entirely on you." 


Cale looked over at the back of the house. He could see 
their mother moving 


around through the kitchen windows. Oh, she would have 
fits if she knew what her 


sons were doing in the back yard. "Let's go back to the pool 
house," he said. Cale's 


mind was seething with conflict. The emotional reaction to 
push Derrick away was 


already receding. This was just another aspect of Derrick. 
He had to deal with it, one 


way or another. 


Derrick nodded and climbed out of the water. Cale fol owed 
him into the pool 


house. Once inside, he looked around the space with new 
feeling. When they were 


young it had been their play house, their space away from 
adults. Even as teens, the 


two of them would camp out on the floor, reading aloud 
from one of the many 


screenplays their father had a hand in, eating anything that 
could be snagged from 


whatever party was going on. Derrick played the dramatic 
roles so well, Cale 


wondered why he never showed an interest in going into 
acting. 


Derrick stood uncertainly in the middle of the room, "We're 
both soaked," he 


said. 


"Don't let me stop you," Cale said, feeling the discomfort of 
wet jeans 


disturbingly paired with half a hard-on. Derrick had so many 
issues, and he seemed 


determined to drag Cale down to his level. Cale started to 
wonder if that would be 


such a bad thing, after all. 


Derrick found a pair of towels in a pile of clothing and tossed 
one of them to 


Cale. He turned away to strip off his underwear and wrap 
the towel around his waist. 


His backside was thin and undefined, but Cale liked that ina 
man. God, what is wrong 


with me, he thought and closed his eyes. Derrick sat down 
on the edge of the futon 


and waited to see what Cale would do. 


Cale should have left, changed in the house and returned 
fully clothed. Cale's 


stomach fluttered like he was with a new lover, but he 
Stripped off his shirt and 


unbuttoned his jeans with only minimal difficulty considering 
the heavy wet fabric, 


peeling them down his legs. The jeans took his underwear 
with them. He kicked the 


sodden mass aside and rubbed himself dry with the towel 
before wrapping it around 


himself. Derrick watched. 


Cale didn't know where to start. He sat down in the chair by 
Derrick's table. 


"It's not healthy, Derrick, you're not healthy—you don't 
know what you're doing. This 


IS crazy." 


"That's right. We're not exactly sane here, so who can blame 
us?" 


"If you're already crazy it's okay?" Cale asked, incredulous. 


"Exactly. You can do whatever you want when you're 
certifiably insane." 


"You're not crazy," Cale pointed out. "You're depressed." 
"Cale. | need this. And | know you're not entirely against it." 


"How do you know?" he asked. Derrick was pushing too 
hard, too far, and 


Cale was going to break. 


"C'mon," his brother said. "Do something crazy for once in 
your life." Cale still 


couldn't get over how young and vulnerable Derrick looked, 
his ribs were almost 


visible through his skin. His face, with wide eyes and 
delicate lips, made Cale melt a 


little. He had always been attracted to men who looked like 
his brother. 


Something in his mind should have snapped when he 
realized this, but it 


didn't, and Cale began to wonder if he was as damaged as 
Derrick. 


Cale made sure the towel he wore was firmly wrapped 
around his waist, 


unsure of how to process these realizations but not wanting 
to encourage something 


he had yet to come to a conclusion about. "I want to help 
you," he told Derrick. 


"Clearly you need it—" 
"Nice of you to notice." 


"But | don't think | can give you what you think you need. 
Where did this 


come from? Why now?" 


Derrick got up and crossed the room. He bent over the 
table, pressing up 


against Cale as he sifted through the mess of papers. 
"Here," he said, thrusting several 


sheets into Cale's hands. 


He looked down at them, they were letters. "We're sorry to 
inform you. ." 


",, the subject matter is not appropriate for our company. ." 
Rejection letters from 


publishers. 


"This is the real reason you've been so irrational," Cale said. 
"How many have 


rejected you?" 


"Five." 


"That's not so bad." 


"Dad was rejected over ten times," Derrick said. "He was 
already a small name 


in the business. | don't know anyone. | could end up getting 
dozens of these things." 


He grabbed them back and tossed them on the floor. "I don't 
know if | can handle that 


many." 


"Some writers never sel their first manuscript," Cale tried to 
soothe. "It's not 


the end of the world." 


"Sometimes, | don't think | have another one in me. Would 
you like to read 


some of it?" 


Derrick guarded his writing over everything else. Cale had 
never read 


anything his brother had written. He knew better than to 
turn down this opportunity, 


he might never get a chance to read it again. "Of course." 


Derrick sifted through the papers scattered across the table 
and eventually 


handed over a few sheets to Cale. 


Brother against brother, the two writhed together in the 
bed. Ecstasy filled Jake 


until he thought he would burst. "Take me," he whispered 
into his brother's ear, and Sam 


thrust forward, filling him, stretching him. It was as though 
he was being fil ed with his 


own flesh, and they were one, as they always had been. 


Cale blinked and began to scan over several pages of 
graphic incestuous sex. 


Derrick had been working on this book for a long time, since 
his last year of high 


school. 
Cale looked up. "That was. . enlightening." 


Derrick had settled back on the futon, and Cale moved over 
to join him. "It is 

good, you know. Beyond the sex and the subject matter, it is 
good. No one will even 


look at it after they read the synopsis. | know I'm not 
normal," Derrick said. "I've 


never been normal. Remember when | was seventeen and 
you were thirteen, and we 


acted out the 'Dreama's fiance is her long-lost brother' 
storyline for Dad?" 


"Of course," Cale said. It wasn't too long before their father 
died. Derrick wore 


a blond wig and an awful billowing lavender nightgown of 
their mother's to play the 


part of Dreama. The fiancé/brother character, Dirk, was a 
cowboy, so Cale wore a 


plaid shirt and Levi's for the role. He did his best to look 
shocked while 'Dreama' 


fainted from the horror of it all. He also held Derrick in his 
arms, and pretended to 


make out with him, as they were wont to do with their 
father's scripts. 


Over the course of the season Dreama went into a 
downward spiral of booze 


and prescription drugs, which Derrick acted out with vigor, 
even as he grew more and 


more depressed himself. The season culminated with her 
attempted suicide. On the 


actual show it had been considered bold and daring, 
resulting in two of the Emmy 


Awards on the mantle in the study. 


Cale played opposite Derrick many times in their acting 
adventures and when 


he was younger it had been great fun, but something about 
it was a little off-putting 


for his thirteen-year-old mind, so when there were no more 
scripts, it was almost a 


relief. When Derrick began to go off on his own more, Cale 
didn't mind, but that was 


a long time ago. 


"Sometimes, | think Dad knew about me. | think he wrote it 
for me as a 


warning." He looked down at his hands. "Did I ever. . do 
anything to make you 


uncomfortable?" 
"It was Dad's stupid script," Cale tried to excuse. 


"No," Derrick said. "It was me. But we're better now, right? 
You're different. 


Your mind is closer to me now than ever before. That's it, 
isn't it? You've finally 


reached the point where you're almost as unhappy as | am." 


"Oh, shut up with that Derrick," Cale tossed the papers 
aside. "So what do you 


want me to do? Act out your fantasies for you like it's one of 
Dad's scripts?" 


"Come here." 
"No." 


"Okay. Just tel me what you feel. Not what you think you 
Should feel, but 


what you really feel and think about me." 


"| hate that you're like this al the time," Cale said. "I did run 
away from it 


because it was too terrible, but | don't have anything else 
back at school, either. | 


should have tried to re-build our family, and I never did. | go 
through the motions 


every day, missing Dad and what it was like when he was 
alive, and how you left me 


when he died." He never said these things aloud, not even 
to himself. For the six 


months he and Reggie lived together, he would ask Cale 
‘what's wrong, how can | 


help?' and Cale would tel him that nothing was wrong, when 
in reality, everything 


was. Eventually, Reggie couldn't take it anymore, and when 
he left, Cale hadn't cared. 


"| don't want run any more," Cale admitted. "I don't know 
what | want to do. 


And I'm lonely and alone, and here you are, offering this 
crazy remedy for that, but it 


might just make everything worse. You look like Reggie and 
Mark and Dean," he said, 


referring to his short string of lovers. "Except you don't. 
They look like you. Maybe | 


do need therapy." 


"Come here," Derrick said again, and this time Cale joined 
him on the futon. 


Derrick slid over to one side, stretching out. The towel he 
had been wearing came 


loose and simply sat across his lap, showing off a pale hip 
and thigh. Cale made sure 


there was space between them, and he made sure he was 
completely covered, but he 


lay down as well. 


When they were very young they would take their sleeping 
bags out to the 


pool house and zip them together to make one giant bag. 
They would crawl into it and 


lay together, not caring the slightest about the cold, hard 
floor, falling asleep with each 


other's body heat to keep them warm. 


Now Cale was grateful for the futon mattress, even if it was 
not as nice as his 


bed at home, and he looked up at the ceiling. "Do those still 
work?" he asked, referring 


to the glow-in-the-dark stars they had stuck up there during 
those backyard camp 


outs. 


"Yeah," Derrick answered. "Once it gets properly dark you'll 
see." 


They were silent after that, for a long time. Closing his eyes, 
Cale was still very 


aware of Derrick beside him, and now that the shock of it 
had worn off, and they had 


talked, it wasn't wholly unpleasant. He felt calm, and even 
though he had a feeling the 


false life he had built up was crumbling around him, it didn't 
seem to matter so much. 


It was sort of a relief. 


He opened his eyes and glanced at Derrick, who was looking 
at him, smiling a 


little. "What?" 


"I can see your brain thinking through things in your face. 
You've always been 


so expressive. | like it." 


"Are you hitting on me?" Cale asked, any vehemence his 
voice might have 


held gone. "Have you ever even had sex?" It wasn't exactly 
something they ever 


discussed. 


"| did it once or twice. Before | dropped out," he said, 
referring to the semester 


and a half of community college he had drudged through 
before giving up. "I don't 


really do. . people. It tends to make sex difficult." 


"Kind of." 


"And there's only one person | ever wanted to be with." 
"| don't know Derrick," Cale said. "It's still strange." 
"| understand." Derrick sighed and turned away. 


"Wait a minute now," Cale said. "| do want to help you. Even 
if | might not 


sound like it. | just. . | don't know if | can give you what you 
think you need." He 


couldn't make up his mind. Derrick was Derrick. Brother and 
friend in times past, 


and an annoying stranger in the present. Never a lover. 
Could he? What would people 


think? Did he really care about what the rest of the world 
thought? And if his bigger 


concern was over the rest of them, not his own feelings, did 
that mean he could do it? 


"Just once, Cale. Do it once, and if it never happens again | 
will be satisfied. | 


won't drown myself in the pool, I'll keep sending out my 
book and | will try to go back 


on my meds and be normal. I'll even move back into the 
house to appease Mother. 


Just once could help me survive a lifetime." 


"What about me?" Cale asked. 


"Maybe you need to do this, too. No one ever has to know. 
You don't even 


have to see me again if that's what you really want. It 
wouldn't be too different from 


the way things are now anyway." 
"You should hate me for leaving you," Cale said. 


"Hating takes too much energy. Disappointment is about al 
I've ever been 


able to muster up. You and | are fine, but we could be better 
than fine. You always take 


care of things. Take care of me." 


"You know, you're the older one," Cale said. "You should be 
taking care of me." 


Derrick gave him a sly smile, one that he had used a lot 
when they were 


young, but Cale hadn't seen for a long time. He reached 
across the mattress and began 


to tug at Cale's towel. "I can do that." 


"You're twisted," Cale said, but he lifted his hips and Derrick 
pulled the towel 


free, leaving him nude. It was strange, but not too strange. 
Derrick lived in another 


world, and Cale had stepped into it begrudgingly, but he 
needed something. Anything. 


Why not this? 


He closed his eyes and Derrick slid a hand across Cale's 
stomach; long fingers 


wrapped around his cock. Cale's eyes flew back open at the 
wonder of what was 


happening to him. Derrick got up on his knees. He loomed 
over Cale, and Cale found 


he didn't particularly like that. In their play-acting, with 
Derrick usually taking on the 


female role, Cale was the one doing the looming. 


He tackled Derrick; the two of them fel with a thump onto 
the futon. Derrick 


attempted to fight back, but it was a hopeless endeavor and 
Cale soon had him pinned 


face down on the mattress. "You never were very good at 
this," he breathed heavily. He 


straddled his brother's back and it was like they were 
normal brothers wrestling, 


except at this point the towels were long-gone and they 
were both completely naked. 


Derrick's flesh felt smooth under his thighs. 


Cale traced a finger down Derrick's spine. "You're too 
Skinny." 


"Well, you're too fat," Derrick said, a little breathless from 
lack of air. "Stop 


squishing me!" 


Cale shifted so that most of his weight rested on his knees 
and Derrick 


twisted around under him, the writhing of his body was an 
extremely pleasant 


sensation on Cale's cock. This is turning me on, he thought. 
Strange. Derrick was now 


on his back, facing him, eyes bright and cheeks a little 
flushed, and Derrick never 


blushed over anything. Cale grinned a little and lowered his 
head to whisper in 


Derrick's ear. "Is this what you've always wanted?" 


"Yes," Derrick said, and Cale tentatively nipped at Derrick's 
earlobe. His 


brother's reaction was immediate; Derrick gasped and then 
moaned, taking one of 


Cale's bicep's in his hand. Cale immediately flexed, letting 
his brother know his 


strength, to show that he was the one in charge, which, 
judging by what Derrick had 


been writing in his book, was exactly what he wanted. The 
ultimate submission, being 


topped by one's little brother. 


"What else do you want from me?" Cale asked, letting his 
mouth trail down 


Derrick's neck and tease across his collar bone. Derrick 
shivered under him. "What 


are your fantasies? What have you always wanted me to do 
to you?" 


"Hold me down," Derrick said, his voice hoarse with want. 
Cale obliged, 


grabbing each of his wrists and pinning them over Derrick's 
head. "Take me. Take me 


over and consume me." 


"You're starting to sound like one of Dad's soaps," Cale 
complained. 


"| loved those things," Derrick insisted. 


"Cut it out or | might have to gag you." Derrick raised his 
eyebrows at him. 


“Never mind, | won't give you the satisfaction." Derrick 
laughed, and it was one of the 


best things Cale had heard in a long time. 


Their erections were pressed up together, both brothers 
were full and hard 


and wanting each other. Cale slipped a hand between 
Derrick's legs and pressed his 


thumb against his asshole. There was no going back. He 
pushed in and met with 


resistance. He removed the digit and put it in Derrick's 
mouth, who eagerly coated it 


with saliva. Cale worked the lubed digit into his ass. 


Into my brother's ass. It didn't disgust him. /'m insane, Cale 
thought as pure 


pleasure rushed through his body, caused by the feeling of 
Derrick's skin. Cale had 


never been so turned on in his entire life. All those skinny 
little twinks and art house 


boys, and they were nothing compared to what he had 
apparently wanted al along; his 


brother's ass. 


"Fuck," Cale breathed, hardly believing what was happening 
and knowing that 


Derrick was pulling him into his world. He missed their 
closeness, all of those years 


apart, and now they were closer than ever, or they would be 
as soon as he had his cock 


buried inside of Derrick. 
"Is this what you want?" he asked. 


"More," Derrick breathed. He lifted his head and Cale 
brought his down to 


meet him, Derrick's mouth was hot, wet, and inviting. He 
withdrew his thumb and 


replaced it with two fingers; Derrick was too tight, 
practically virginal. Derrick 


groaned, and Cale felt the wetness of pre-come on his 
stomach. 


"Not yet," he said, pul ing out. "If I'm doing this, I'm doing it 
properly. Tell me 


you have lube somewhere in this sty." 


Derrick fumbled under one of the pillows and Cale ran the 
lightest of touches 


across the tip of Derrick's cock. "Keep doing that," Derrick 
said, "and I'm not going to 


last." His found was he was looking for and shoved the tube 
of lube into Cale's hand. 


Cale squirted a generous amount of the gel into his hand. 
Like the rest of him, 


his dick was shorter and thicker than Derrick's, which 
probably wasn't going to be to 


his brother's advantage, in this case. He slid a lube-covered 
hand over his cock, feeling 


like he was going to burst. "Do it," Derrick said. "It's what 
I've always wanted. Fuck 


me." 


He positioned himself to enter Derrick, the thick head of his 
cock pressing up 


against the tight puckered hole. "Do it, do it," Derrick 
continued to whisper, a mantra. 


Cale pushed forward slowly and Derrick bit back a groan. 


"Okay?" 


" Do it," Derrick almost growled and Cale, willing to oblige, 
shoved forward. 


Derrick cried out in pain, and Cale stopped, half-buried 
inside him. "No," Derrick 


breathed. "Keep going. I'l be okay." 


Cale placed a gentle hand lightly on his brother's narrow 
chest. "Relax," he 


whispered, and only when Derrick's breathing calmed down 
did he continue, moving 


slow and carefully. He filled his brother's ass with his entire 
length. They became one 


and it felt natural. It wasn't crazy at all. It was impossible for 
any two human beings to 


be closer to each other. Brother, lover, both; that was 
something special. 


As Derrick became accustomed to Cale's girth he started to 
thrust in a frantic, 


rhythmic motion, rocking forward and pounding into Derrick 
at an ever-increasing 


pace. Derrick had his eyes squeezed shut, one hand 
stroking his cock furiously; it was 


a beautiful sight. How had Derrick known all these years 
that they were perfect for 


each other, and Cale hadn't had a clue? 


"Oh, fuck," Derrick moaned, and he came in spurts al over 
his stomach and 


chest, gasping and stroking furiously as he milked out every 
drop of come. Watching 


him do this sent Cale over, as well, and he shoved forward 
one more time, exploding 


and filling his brother's beautiful ass before fal ing on top of 
him and pulling out. 


Derrick began to laugh, which quickly devolved into sobs. 
"That was. . it was 


the best," he managed to say through his tears. "Cale, tel 
me | haven't ruined 


anything." 


"You haven't," he assured, taking Derrick into his arms. "It's 
fine. Better than 


fine. I'm better than I've been in a long time. Thank you." 


Derrick cried for a while, and Cale held him until he fel 
asleep. There was no 


pil ow talk, no post-coital chat. What was there to say 
beyond what had already been 


said? Once he was assured Derrick was soundly asleep, Cale 
eased out from under 


Derrick's tangled limbs. It wasn't late and Cale wasn't tired. 
Outside the sun had only 


just set and the air was still. The water of the pool sparkled 
under the light of the 


moon. 


"Dad," Cale said, looking down at the water. "It's okay." After 
pulling their dad 


out of the water they found a bottle of pills at the side of the 
pool. There was no note, 


just his screenplay sitting on the desk, the Emmy from 
Dreama and Dirk sitting on top 


of it as a paperweight. "Everything is okay now." 


Cale stepped into the water, swam out to the center of the 
pool, and floated. It 


was peaceful. Everything was okay. 


He didn't think about what he and Derrick had just done. In 
the end, getting 


his brother back was more important, the sex 
inconsequential. He thought about 


Derrick and the last ten years. Alone, always fighting 
against and often losing to the 


temptation to just shut down. Derrick didn't try to live, but 
neither did Cale. The 


decision to go to college was simply based on his need to 
run away from it all. He had, 


but he had never really run to anything. Not in his heart. 
That was back here, in this 


house and this yard, with Derrick and his father. 


Derrick wasn't strong, but he could be better if Cale was 
there. He could be 


better if Cale helped him, and loved him again. For all that it 
mattered, Cale would be 


better, too. 


He stayed in the water for a long time, until the moon was 
high in the sky and 


the night air grew cool enough that even the heated water 
wasn't comfortable. He 


climbed out and returned to Derrick's side. He could have 
gone back into the house, 


but he had a feeling Derrick needed him to be there when 
he woke up. Now that it had 


happened, it didn't seem so odd. It was almost natural, 
Sharing a bed with him, just 


like when they were young. 


After untangling a blanket from Derrick's legs, Cale climbed 
in at his side, 


resting his head on Derrick's shoulder and covering them 
both. Maybe they would 


have to get two sleeping bags to zip up together sometime. 
He fel asleep with a smile 


on his face. 


The sun was up when Cale woke to an empty mattress. Cale 
picked up his 


clothes, stil damp and stiff, and got dressed, preparing to go 
inside and pretend 


everything was normal, even though his entire world had 
changed. Outside Derrick 


was in the pool. . swimming laps. "Morning," he cal ed to 
Cale when he noticed him, 


swimming over to the side of the pool and hoisting himself 
out. He was still 


swimming in his underwear. 
Cale smiled a little. "Hi." 
"Are you okay?" 

"Yeah." 

"Okay." 


"What about you?" Cale prompted when Derrick didn't say 
anything else. 


"It's different than | thought it would be," Derrick admitted. 
"Somehow, | 


thought | would wake up and it would be all rainbows and 
sunshine, but there's a lot 


to think about. But I'm. . okay. Really okay." He smiled. "One 
day | might even be 


good." 


"What do you want me to do?" Cale asked. He needed to 
know. 


"Come home. Stay with me. | can't fake normalcy like you 
can, Cale. | don't 


have the talent or the temperament. Be here to help me do 
something with myself." 


"I should finish school," Cale said. He was almost done, after 
all. But, did it 


matter? 
"Why?" 
He shrugged. "I don't know." Maybe it didn't. 


"Forget what | want," Derrick said. "What do you want to 
do?" Derrick leaned 


forward and kissed Cale softly on the lips. Soft, chaste, and 
very pleasant. Derrick 


didn't wait for Cale to reply. He walked past him into the 
house. 


Their mother was in the kitchen making western omelets. 
Derrick was stil 


dripping and Cale was damp. "What on earth have you two 
been up to?" Cale gave 


Derrick a glance, not sure what to say. He decided to let 
Derrick handle it. He was the 


elder brother, after all. 


Cale went upstairs to change, and in clean clothes again he 
paused at the 


doorway of his father's study before heading back down. His 
students’ papers were stil 


sitting on the blotter. The last thing he wanted to do was 
finish grading them. "Oh, 


hell," he said aloud. He went to the desk and found a large 
manila envelope and 


Stuffed al of the half-graded essays into it. He hated 
teaching anyway. 


Searching for a black pen to address the package to 
Professor Reinhardt he 


found a sheaf of papers stuffed into the back of the middle 
drawer. Cale pul ed them 


out, and knew what it was immediately; his father's 
screenplay. He felt like the relic 


should be yel owed and crumbling, but the pages were still 
smooth and white. 


Cale began to read, and it was easy to see why the 
screenplay hadn't sold. His 


father was a great writer, but like Derrick he had too much 
of a flair for the dramatic. 


The first few pages read like a Soap opera. This was al well 
and good when one is 


writing for soaps, but the story was supposed to be a crime 
drama. His father had 


been too far out of his depth. 


Distracted, Cale sat down, still reading. It had flaws, but it 
wasn't worthless. 


Cale picked up his red pen and began to make notes. 


An hour later, Derrick came up the stairs holding a plate of 
breakfast. Cale 


had forgotten about eating entirely. "What are you doing?" 
Derrick asked. 


"Come here," Cale said. "It's Dad's screenplay. | Know what's 
wrong with it, but 


I'm not a writer. Wil you help me fix it?" 


Derrick came to stand next to him, looking down at his 
work. "I don't know," 


he said. He stood reading over Cale's shoulder until, on the 
middle of a page near the 


end, they found the red scribbles of his father's handwriting. 


Cale's eyes grew wide at the familiar scrawl, and Derrick put 
a hand on his 


shoulder, squeezing it. The note was short. 


Boys—whatever you do, fol ow your hearts, and don't let the 
world stamp you 


down like it did me. Never compromise, never give up. If 
you can't do it alone, remember 


that you stil have each other. I'm sorry. 


"I can't believe we never saw this," Cale breathed. 


"Mother shoved this thing in the drawer right away, 
remember?" Derrick 


replied. "She hated this script." 


Cale did remember, the vision on her snatching it out of his 
hands coming 


back. It seemed easier to forget about it than upset her. 


"If we work together, we could still make this happen," Cale 
said. "Dad would 


want us to." 


"| Suppose we could email notes back and forth to each 
other once you go 


home. It would be awkward, but it would work. 


Cale stood up so he could look his brother in the eye. "I'm 
already home." 


Derrick's eyes widened and Cale stood stil as he touched his 
cheek with a 


beautiful, delicate long-fingered hand. Derrick was definitely 
something to look at, to 


touch. "You're staying?" 


It wasn't even strange, when twenty-four hours before it had 
seemed 


impossible. Cale wrapped his hand around Derrick's wrist 
and held it against his face. 


"You need me. | don't want to run away from that any more. 
| don't know what I'm 


doing or if | should be doing it, but | love you, Derrick. That's 
what is important. | 


don't want to hurt you anymore than | already have. Dad 
wouldn't want me to leave 


you again." He looked back down at the suicide note. "You 
can't do it alone, and | 


don't want to. So from now on we do it together." 


Derrick pressed his body against Cale and their kiss was 
long and sweet. 


Whatever they had, it was more than brotherly love, just as 
it was more than the love 


of two completely different people coming together by 
chance and building a life. It 


was both, and that made it ever the more special. 





On Clouds of 


Obsession 


Azalea Moone 


There has always been something about my older brother, 
something 


incredible that | just could never put my finger on. 


Growing up, my brother and | hung out all the time. When | 
was nine, | had 


found a small rock turtle in a creek near our home. Excited, | 
wrapped it up in my 


shirt and brought it to my brother. When | showed it to him, 
he grabbed the turtle and 


threw it down on the rocks near the stream. He slammed his 
heel into the shell and 


then kicked it into the water with a laugh. 


Outside, while we played, he would kick my ass and send 
me in tears back to 


our mom, who would tend my wounds. My dad would yell at 
him for giving mea 


bloody nose or a black eye. 

Okay, he was an ass back then. A complete fucking jerk but. 
Now, thirteen years later, as | watched him preparing to 
marry this little bitch 


he picked up in Vegas, | just couldn't come to terms with 
what he was doing. 


"Seriously, you just met this girl. Are you really going to go 
through with it?" 


Despite the fact that he was older, | happened to get the tal 
gene of the family, 


so he had to look up at me as he narrowed his eyes. "Don't 
worry, Jeremy; I'll still be 


here to kick your ass all over the place." He jabbed me in 
the arm with a chuckle. 


"I'm not worried about that," | said, rubbing the sting from 
where he hit me. 


"I'm saying you just met her. You can't know if she's right for 
you after a fucking 


week." 


"Hells yeah, | can. Have you seen her? Damn, man, she's 
hot." 


"Yeah, | haven't noticed." 
"Of course you haven't. You're not looking at chicks." 


| grunted at that statement. | had come out to my family 
when I was 16. It was 


a fairly simple procedure, one I'd wished I'd done a long 
time ago. | got a bewildered 


stare before my mom congratulated me on coming out. Hell, 
that was easy. 


The reason why | wasn't in the dating pool at al was 
because of the man 


standing next to me, shaping his tie to match his perfectly 
white, button-up, ironed 


shirt. Amazingly chiseled abs, broad shoulders, and a firm 
ass that would make 


anyone, male or female, turn a cheek in his direction. That's 
what was special about 


my brother. 


| dreamed of the day when I could press my lips to his, him 
completely 


accepting, our mouths opened wide, tongues tied in 
harmonious passion. . but that 


was impossible. He wasn't just some guy. 


"Anyway." He pulled the tie away from his neck; his voice 
forced me back to 


reality. "Bachelor's party tonight. Be there." 


| shook my head. "Hell, no. What am | going to do there, 
Matt?" 


"That's right. You're not exactly interested in strippers, are 
ya?" He stretched 


his arm around my shoulders, pulling me in close. "But | told 
Ma I'm not going to 


leave you out, so you have to come. Deal?" 


"| guess," | sighed, fighting the urge to keep him there. God, 
don't make me do 


this. 


There was nothing | could offer at this party except for 
comedic escape for his 


asshole friends. Matt had tons of jock buddies that wouldn't 
miss this for the world. 


Booze, strippers, and men that | couldn't touch. Not really a 
party I'd want to attend. 


If it hadn't been for his invite, | probably never would have. 


He slapped my back and pulled away. "Good. Now, should | 
wear this tie or"— 


he picked up a brown cashmere tie from the shop counter 
—"this one?" 


"Black." | reached out and ran my fingers down the length of 
the satin tie. My 


eyes caught his—the softest emerald orbs I'd ever seen— 
and my heart thumped into 


my throat. | lowered my head and pulled away. "Yeah. Go 
with that one." 


"You okay? You've been acting weird since this whole Candy 
marriage thing." 


"| told you | think it's a stupid idea." | stomped my foot. 
"What about loving 


someone before tying the knot?" 


"You need to get laid." 


“That's all you think of, huh?" 
A smile spread across his lips. "Sure is." 


Back home, | set my bag on the side table next to the door. 
A long breath 


escaped my lips as | headed for the kitchen. At least | would 
have a little time to rest 


before the party tonight. 


| plopped down on my plaid loveseat and stuck a cold beer 
bottle to my 


forehead. The coolness felt great on my skin, making the 
headache that had come on 


during the suit fitting diminish. | closed my eyes and tried to 
relax my nerves. 


What the hel am | going to do? 


So, my brother was an ass. | knew tons of kids whose 
brothers beat the shit 


out of them, but why was | so damned infatuated with mine? 


| was a sophomore in high school when | realized that | was 
attracted to my 


brother. Matt was a junior and hardly ever home; he was 
always out at the footbal 


field practicing with the rest of the team. | was in detention, 
the reason escapes me 


now, but | wandered into the locker room that day after his 
meet was over. That was 


the first time it hit me: my brother was fucking hot. 


| had stared at him through the crack between the lockers. 
He threw his gear 


into the locker and slipped his shirt from over his head. | 
caught an eyeful of his 


muscular chest that made me as hard as a fucking rock. 


Fast forward to today. He's twenty-three now, and that was 
still the only time 


I'd ever seen my brother naked. That's not to say | didn't try. 
Every time, however, | 


fel short. | had asked him to go swimming, only to have him 
dress in a shower stall. | 


also spied on him through the small keyhole in his bedroom 
door, only to have Dad 


catch me. Oh, that was a sheer disaster. 


| took a sip from the bottle and let the booze sit on my 
tongue before 


swal owing. 


Yes, it was al a disaster. God, | just wanted to see the way 
he looked after a 


shower again. Beads of steaming water running down his 
strong, tawny back. The line 


of fine downy hair that stretched from his sternum down to 
his naval. It widened 


there, cloaking his beautiful cock in black hair. 


With my eyes closed, my free hand wandered past my belt 
and into my jeans 


to my hardened cock. Fuck, | was hard for him just like the 
day | watched him step out 


of the school shower. | wrapped my fingers tight around my 
length and began to 


stroke. 


Anywhere, it could be anywhere, and I would be happy just 
to have him 


naked in my arms. He'd wear that same cologne he did in 
school—the one that sent 


my cock springing at the scent of him—and he'd have that 
usual sleazy grin on his 


lips. 


| could imagine my lips capturing his in a long and languid 
kiss. I'd nip down 


his neck, and his entire body would tense when | laved at 
his firm nipple, husky 


moans escaping from deep down in his lungs. 


| stroked my cock hard and fast at the vision in my head. My 
other hand 


shook uncontrollably while | kept the bottle of booze close to 
my forehead. 


Matt would whisper 'go on’, and | would take his rigid cock 
between my lips. 


His growls would be just as needy as my own as | held my 
own cock tight, jerking 


myself. Our sweat-covered bodies gliding along each other, 
his heady scent and mine 


mixing in the air, our moans sounding out like a chorus. 
| sank down with warm come stuck to my fingers. 
Shit, | did it again. 


My body trembled, and I took another long swig from my 
beer bottle before 


getting up to clean myself off. 


This wasn't the first time I'd ever jerked off to thoughts of 
my brother. | was 


sure it wouldn't be the last. 


Even outside Matt's house, loud hip-hop music thumped into 
the darkness. As 


| walked up the sidewalk, the couple who stood outside the 
door unlocked their lips 


for a moment to stare at me. The woman flashed her legs in 
a short black mini-skirt; 


her top hit just above her naval giving the guy she clung to 
ample space to touch her 


skin. | Knew I would not fit in here. 


| walked by them, letting them resume their play, and 
pushed open the door. 


The pulse of the music struck me. God, | hated hip-hop. 
Well, this shit they were 


playing, anyway. 


It wasn't just the music that hit me, though. As soon as | 
closed the door, eyes 


were on me like | was the show of the evening. Some of 
them I'd never seen in my life, 


and thankfully, their glares turned back to whatever it was 
they were doing before | 


entered. | recognized Matt's jock friends from high school 
right away, along with their 


dirty scowls and head shakes, before they faded into the 
crowd. 


"Hey, Matt, it's your brother," Devon cal ed out. His baby- 
blue eyes looked 


right at me, and I had to turn away fast. Gah, if only you 
weren't straight. 


"What are you doing here?" he asked. 


| shrugged. "Was invited. Weird, huh?" 


“Damn right. You ain't got nothing better to do?" 


“Not really." | turned away and stepped down into the living 
room. The 


lingering smell of alcohol burned my nose. A tower of empty 
beer bottles on the coffee 


table hid Matt from view, except for the top of his forehead. 
"Well, I'm here." 


"Shit, Jeremy, what took you so long?" He flung a baseball 
into the tower, 


Causing it to crash to the floor. Glass shattered by my feet, 
and | jumped back. "My 


bad, bro." 
"What the fuck; you're drunk already?" 


"Hey, it's good. I'm cool." He tried to stand, adjusting 
himself in the process; 


my eyes followed his hand subconsciously. "Devon, get 
Jeremy a fucking drink. You're 


the life of the party, ya know." 
Devon sighed and walked into the kitchen on Matt's orders. 


"So, where the hel are your strippers? Did | miss them?" I'd 
really hoped | 


had. 


Matt staggered his way through the mess and threw his arm 
around my 


Shoulders. "They're on their way, bro. Maybe some pussy wil 
change that mind of 


yours, huh?" 


| shook my head. You fucking wish. "I'll just hang out in the 
kitchen." 


Before | could jerk away, his grasp tightened around my 
arm. My heart stuck 


in my throat, and my legs grew weak. "Stay put, Jeremy. 
Loosen up and have fun. 


Fuck." He winked and jabbed me in the stomach. 


| opened my lips, just about to say that | wanted to leave, 
but a pound on the 


door interrupted me. Devon answered, and a group of four 
women ran into the house, 


pom-poms blazing. 


Matt swung me back, and | stumbled against the side of the 
couch. He forced 


me down and then sat next to me, eyes fixed on the sight in 
front of him. 


The music changed to something upbeat, perfect for a 
cheerleading routine. 


"Okay, and one," the girls shouted in unison, their long legs 
stretched out in 


the air. 


Devon handed me my drink and stood with arms folded, 
watching the show. | 


rolled my eyes and took a drink, tempted to settle back and 
close my eyes. 


There was Matt's warmth, pressed way too closely. His 
heady cologne was 


intoxicating me more than the beer. When he tightened his 
grasp and took a brief 


look in my direction with his signature giddy smile, | wanted 
to caress his face in my 


hands and capture that smile on my lips. 


| always loved that little smile. The happy faces he made 
when something was 


just right. 
Stop! Wait! My eyes popped open, back to reality. 


The cheerleaders danced and cheered like they were on the 
football field. 


They shook their breasts, released their mini-skirts, and let 
them drop to the floor. A 


wave of manly grunts and cheers spread throughout the 
room. 


Matt unwrapped his arm from my shoulder and started to 
hoot and cheer as 


well. 
| just wanted to get the fuck out of there. 


Hours later, the house was empty except for Matt, who had 
passed out on the 


couch. I'd spent the rest of the party in the kitchen talking 
to the few of his friends 


who | could give a shit about, like Devon. Though he acted 
like a prick to me in 


school, he was pretty nice at the party. Plus, he was the only 
one of Matt's friends that 


was even decently hot. 


Just before he left, he patted me on the back and said, 
"You're an okay guy, 


Jeremy." 


My cheeks flushed immediately, and | pulled away, hoping 
he wouldn't see it. 


"Uh, thanks." 


"Make sure your brother gets to bed." Devon walked into the 
living room. 


| fol owed, eyeing my brother as he said that. 


Matt lay flat on his back, arm flung over the edge of the 
couch with a leg 


stretched to the floor. It was a perfect position for my 
thoughts to play out all the 


different scenarios that | wanted to happen between us. | 
had to look away. 


"| will." My voice hitched and | cleared my throat. "No 
worries." 


Devon smiled and closed the door, leaving me to deal with 
Matt on my own. 


Shit... shit shit shit! 


| wiped my face with my palms and walked back into the 
kitchen. | needed 


coffee. Lots and lots of coffee. There was no way in hel | 
could help Matt into the 


bedroom with this buzz going. What was worse was that, 
with the way he was 


sleeping, | was fighting myself not to do anything | would 
regret later. 


| prepped the coffee machine and pressed start. | couldn't 
help but peek 


around the corner every couple of seconds just to take in 
the view. Yeah, this was my 


show. 


Matt had stretched his body out along the length of the 
couch, his shirt 


bunched up to his chest revealing his gorgeous, sculpted 
abs. Those baggy shorts of 


his hung loose around his waist, and | caught the view of 
sexy red and black boxers 


underneath. 


My heart thumped in my chest, and | swallowed hard, trying 
to stop from 


falling to my knees. 
Thank you for granting my wish. 


The strong smell of brewed coffee took over the scent of 
alcohol. | heard the 


coffee machine turn off, but my attention was completely on 
Matt. | couldn't stop 


myself from taking a step closer, feeling my legs shake with 
every move. 


| stepped into the living room, eyes fixed on his sleeping 
figure. Just once, and 


never again. . If he woke up, damn it, | was a dead man; but 
who fucking cared, this 


was my chance. 


My whole body shook as | knelt on the floor beside him, 
drinking in the sight 


of his stomach and the black, downy hairs just above his 
waistline. | let out a shal ow 


breath, my mouth was watering, and my fingers ached to 
feel his skin. 


Matt lay dead still as | carefully loosened his shorts and 
reached into his 


boxers. His heat against my palm had my mind spinning. | 
brushed my fingers against 


his lax cock, and my heart began to pound. My eyes focused 
in on his, closed and 


relaxed, and | gripped him tight and began to stroke. 
Don't wake up, please, don't you fucking wake up. 


| shook like a leaf. He hardened in my grip. My free hand 
darted for my 


crotch, jeans suddenly becoming very tight. | unzipped my 
pants and grabbed hold of 


my own length, stroking myself as well. 


He didn't move or speak. It was just like a dream and 
tomorrow, when he 


woke up, | would be back at my apartment and no one 
would even know. 


His rigid length poked out of his shorts as | stroked. | 
unleashed my grip to 


gently pull his shorts from around his waist. It was just as I'd 
remembered, skin 


peppered in black hair that ran up to his naval. 


My chest tightened, and | fought to stifle a moan. | gripped 
his cock in my fist 


and began to work him again. 


It was just like | imagined. Well, other than the fact that he 
was dead asleep 


and drunk to boot. Tough shit. | needed this opportunity. The 
only other thing that 


would make my night better would be if he were awake with 
his moist lips pressed 


against mine and his hands all over me. 


It took only seconds for me to realize that I'd closed my eyes 
and leaned in, 


licking his slit, tasting his salty skin on my tongue. I'd lost 
my focus on his eyes to 


make sure he didn't wake up. When my eyes came up, his 
emerald orbs burned 


straight into mine. 
"What are you doing?" he asked, his voice scratchy. 
| pulled away fast. "Shit! Nothing." | shook my head wildly. 


He grabbed hold of my wrist as | let go of his cock. 
“Nothing? You call this 


nothing?" 
"It's not what you think. I—" 


"You're fucking around with your brother, Jeremy. This is 
something." 


He sat up, shorts still loosened from around his waist. | 
struggled to get away, 


desperately pulling my wrist, feeling my bones pop in the 
process. 


"Oh, God, no. Matt, I. ." | couldn't find the words. 
"Well?" Matt cleared his throat. 


| shook all over. My breath hitched. There was nothing | 
could say to my 


defense. His fingers tightened around my wrist. Damn, he 
was strong. 


"Tel me what the hell is on your mind." His brows furrowed, 
and he pulled 


me closer to him. 


| stil ed and lowered my head in submission. | still couldn't 
find the words, 


but | was ready for him to punish me, whatever his idea for 
that was. 


"You're hard," he said suddenly. 


My eyes came up, and he stared straight down at my cock 
with a sly grin. | 


swal owed hard and squeaked, "Uh-huh". 
His free hand pulled me between his legs, holding me there. 


"You're one sneaky bastard, Jeremy." Matt leaned in. "Is this 
why dad warned 


me that he caught you spying on me when we were kids?" 
“He told you that?" 


He nodded. "Uh huh. And | stuffed a wad of toilet paper in 
there to stop you, 


but you always tried finding other ways to check me out." 


My heart lumped in my throat. Yep, he knew it al and knew 
why, too, damn 


it. | guess | wasn't careful enough. 


Matt's heated breath on my cheek made my stomach churn. 
He taunted me, 


tempting me to make the first move. When | didn't act, he 
pressed his moist lips 


against mine. | melted under his warmth, and my thoughts 
scattered. 


His lips opened, and my tongue darted between them, 
searching his taste. He 


released my wrist, and | wrapped my arms around his 
shoulders. | needed to feel his 


warmth on my skin. My shaking ceased, and | felt 
comforted, even though he could 


still kil me tomorrow once he sobered up. 


He shuffled, and | felt his fingers tease my cock. "Come with 
me." 


"What?" 


Matt grasped hold of my wrist again, and | almost jerked 
away until he stood 


and began to pull at my arm. "Come on." 


We wove through the mess from the party and stopped at 
the foot of the 


stairs. He let go of my arm, and | looked up the steep 
wooden staircase. Matt's 


bedroom was up there. "What are you doing?" 


"You first." He pushed, and | caught myself on the sides of 
the wal s to pul up 


my jeans. | nervously took the first step. 


I'd never been in his bedroom in the three years that he 
rented the house. The 


bed sat in the middle of the room, covered by navy blue 
Sheets. A sewn quilt lay 


bunched up in a pile at the foot of the bed. 


His rich scent was everywhere, on the blankets, the wal s, 
and | drank in his 


cologne, getting hard once more. 


He nudged me, and | tumbled, landing ass-up on top of the 
bed. Fingers 


gripped my hips and worked my jeans down around my 
thighs, the cool air biting at 


my skin. | trembled, a lump caught in my throat, and | tried 
to squeak out something 


like 'what are you doing’ but the words left silent from my 
lips. 


"Stay," he commanded. 


A suspicious snap sound and the tear of plastic came from 
behind. | buried 


my face into the sheet covered mattress, knowing the 
familiar sound of a condom 


being stretched on hard length. Matt's cool, wet finger 
swept over my hole, and my 


entire body tensed. | spread my legs for him, exposing 
myself. 


Fuck, this can't be happening. 


"You've been fucked before, haven't you?" Matt's voice 
sounded out behind 


me. 
| nodded with my face still buried in the mattress. 


A low chuckle escaped his lips, and | squeezed the sheets 
tight as his cock 


entered me. "You wanted this all along. . wanted me to fuck 
you." He breathed, his 


warm hands grabbed hold of my thighs, and he thrust in 
deep. 


| nodded again, stifling a moan. 
Fuck yes. God, | wanted this so bad. 


A pleasant tingle started at the base of my bal s as his hard 
cock teased against 


my prostate. His fingers grazed my sides and caught my 
shoulders, holding me face 


down on the bed. | couldn't think anymore; | just wanted 
him. 


| hurriedly grabbed myself and began to stroke. A low grunt 
came from his 


lips, and he thrust deeper. 


In the darkness of my mind, | pictured the way he looked as 
he fucked me. 


Sweat beaded across his broad chest and sparkled in the 
golden light of the desk lamp 


next to the bed. His short brown hair was damp; his face 
was needy and wanton. 


A low, husky moan broke through my lips and escaped 
through the mattress. 


He must have heard it, because he slapped my ass and 
Slipped away from me. 


"Turn around," he ordered. 


| had just barely rol ed over to my side when Matt grabbed 
hold of my thighs, 


spreading my legs wide before impaling me. | saw his face 
now; his eyes were 


narrowed and gazing straight into my own. He leaned down, 
and his soft fingers slid 


over my cheek and ran across my lips. 


There he was, exactly the way | played him in my mind. | 
licked and sucked 


on his finger. A smile stretched across his lips. 
"Are you going to come for me, too?" he asked. 
"Are you?" | replied. 


His lips caught mine for a second before he pulled away. 
"Don't be an ass." He 


thrust harder and stopped. "Fucking come for me." 


My breath hitched as my fingers gripped his arms. His cock 
pulsed, and he 


sped his pace, rocking in and out. My bal s tightened, that 
tingle right there at the tip 


of my shaft. | was ready to spill. 
No. | want this to last. 


When he grabbed my cock and began to stroke, that was it. 
My thoughts 


scattered, shoulders tensed against the mattress, and | 
spilled my release over his fist. 


"Good boy." He smiled, examining his wet hand. He thrust 
one more time, 


and my muscles tightened around him. A deep moan 
escaped his lips as he dipped 


over me, arms shaking, making the bed vibrate underneath 
US. 


Matt slid away and landed next to me. | stared up at the 
ceiling, listening as he 


slipped the condom off. No words could describe the few 
moments after. The moment 


you realize something real y fucked up happened, but you 
couldn't care less. 


The bright morning sun was blinding even through closed 
eyelids. It woke me 


from the dream. And, it was all a dream. . wasn't it? I laid 
naked under the covers with 


my toes exposed to the room's chilly air and my ass just 
barely underneath the 


warmth of the blankets. 


It took me a moment to register my surroundings. A double 
bed, navy colored 


satin sheets, and the bunched up comforter at the foot of 
the bed. 


Shit. I'm still here! 


My head came off of the pil ow, and I realized that Matt's 
arm was draped 


over my chest, preventing me from moving. He lay there 
asleep on his side, facing me. 


| had to get the fuck out of there. 


| kicked the blankets away, muttering ‘shit, shit, shit’ as | 
tried to carefully pick 


up Matt's hand to move it away. 


"Would you shut the fuck up?" He groaned and unraveled 
himself, moving 


away. He opened his sleepy eyes, and | stared straight into 
them, thinking of what | 


should say if he didn't remember anything. 


Um... it was late so I slept here? That could work. Why am I 
naked, you ask? 


UM E E N 


Matt was silent, his face expressionless. | blinked; the 
awkwardness was too 


much for me to handle. I'd wondered what he would do. 
Would he kick my ass now, 


or wait until after breakfast? 


Suddenly, the loud buzz of his alarm clock broke through the 
crucial silence. 


"Shit." He rolled on to his back and jabbed at the machine 
on the table. The 


silence flooded the room again. "I have to meet Candy for 
lunch." 


Candy... that's right. He's getting married to her in a week. 


| lifted my head to read the time. Ten o'clock. Damn, it was 
way too early. 


He sat up, legs swinging over the side of the bed, and my 
heart skipped a beat 


at the sight of his muscular back and his dark brown hair 
drenched in sweat. | fought 


not to get hard al over again. His arms came up, wiped at 
his face, and | heard him 


yawn. 


| flung the covers away and sat on the opposite side, staring 
at the wall in 


front of me. A left over tremble escaped down my spine. 


"We did. . what I think we did last night. . didn't we?" His 
voice cracked. 


| swallowed. "Yes." 


The awkward silence returned. | heard a rustle and turned to 
see him stand 


up. His naked ass sent wild thoughts through my mind, but | 
didn't dare act on them 


now. This was my punishment, the weird feeling you get 
after a drunken one-night 


stand. No, this was stranger than that. Obscure. Dirty. 


Matt dug through his dresser and threw a pair of stone- 
washed jeans anda 


black t-shirt out on the top. He gathered up the clothes and 
disappeared into the 


bathroom. Quickly, | wrestled my jeans on, followed by my 
Shirt. | heard the shower 


start and darted toward the door. 


When my fingers graced the doorknob, his voice called out 
loud over the 


running water. "You know, | was thinking over this Candy 
thing after what you said 


yesterday." | paused, listening to his words. "I think you're 
right about finding 


someone you love to settle down with." 
My eyes widened, and | swiftly turned around. 


He was leaning against the doorway, naked bronze skin lit 
up by the fresh 


orange morning light through white curtains. "I really loved 
those hot cheerleader 


chicks last night." He smiled cunningly. 


A pensive chuckle left my lips, and | turned my head away. 
"Of course. ." 


"Jeremy. Are you doing anything later today?" 
"| have a meeting at two-ish. What did you have in mind?" 


"Help me clean up this mess." His voice faded, and | looked 
back to see he had 


disappeared into the bathroom. 
"Sure." | hollered over the sound of the water. 
| guess... 


After the meeting, | pul ed up in Matt's driveway, ready to 
help him clean. 


Okay, so maybe | thought he'd want to talk this over, or do 
something else that made 


my thoughts swirl. Last night sure as fuck seemed like a 
dream. 


| opened the door and looked around the house. "Hello?" 


"Jermy." Matt darted out of the kitchen, fol owed by a petite 
woman I'd never 


seen before. 


Jermy? Al these years, and you decide to resurrect your 
nickname for me? 


"Hey, | want you to meet someone." He stepped around the 
woman and put 


his arms around her. "This is Candy." 
Oh, no. God, | was wrong. | was so, so wrong. 


| shook her offered hand with the best smile | could manage. 
"Nice to meet 


you." 


"So, this is Jeremy. Matt's told me a lot about you." Candy 
returned the 


pleasant smile on her apple red lips. 


She didn't exactly match the way I'd imagined her. She was 
stunning with 


long, silky brown hair. Her clothes were casual, not at al 
Slinky like the strippers from 


the night before. It was shocking, the skinny blue jeans and 
a long-sleeve V-neck shirt. 


| had to admit, | was wrong about Matt's preference in 
women. 


"What's he told you?" 


“That you two used to fight like cats and dogs when you 
were growing up," 


she chuckled. "But you always hung out and. ." 


"Did he tell you that he used to beat the shit out of me, 
too?" 


She nodded. "Yeah, but that's what big brothers are for, 
right?" 


Mine was for a lot more than that. 


Matt stepped in before | could say another word. "Well, let's 
start cleaning this 


mess up." 


"You sure had a wild party," Candy said. Red puckered lips 
moved closer to his 


cheek. "Hope you got it out of ya, because after the 
wedding, no more." She poked at 


his stomach, and he let out a groan. 


No more parties? That would be a deal-buster for Matt. He 
was the king of a 


party. 


Matt unraveled himself from his future wife and focused on 
the broken glass 


in the middle of the living room floor. | stepped around them 
and went straight into 


the kitchen, where cases of empty bottles lay scattered on 
the counter top. | didn't 


want to be around them, seeing them hug and kiss and 
whatever else they were 


chuckling about out there. 


| grabbed a black garbage bag from the cupboard and 
began tossing the left 


over trash. A broken bottle lay in the sink, a sign of one hell 
of a wild night. As my 


fingers graced the outside edge, the piercing sting from cut 
glass hit my nerves. 


"Oww, fuck!" | whimpered loud enough for Matt to hear. 
"What, what is it?" 
A line of blood oozed down my finger. "I cut myself." 


He stepped close and took my hand into his. "It's small, 
you're okay." 


A heated flush burned in my cheeks, and I lowered my head. 


Candy peered around the corner as Matt dabbed the blood 
with a napkin. "Is 


he okay?" She stepped in, a curious look on her face, and 
leaned over Matt's shoulder. 


"He's fine." Matt playfully slapped my cheek. "Baby." 
"It hurt!" 
"Is it deep?" Candy asked. 


Matt shook his head. "No, it's a little cut. No stitches 
needed. Just keep the 


napkin on it." He turned and snuggled close to Candy. 
"Anyway, tonight I've invited 


Candy over to the folks’ place for dinner. You're welcome to 
come." 


Oh, yay, introductions to the folks. Wonderful times. 
"No, | have plans tonight." That was a downright lie. 


"Aw, | was really hoping to get to meet you all as a family, 
Jeremy," Candy 


pouted. 


Shit, | wasn't going to be able to get out of this. | real y 
didn't need to get into 


a fight with the future sister-in-law. "Fine. What time?" 


"Six o'clock. | guess mom is making something really 
special." Matt smiled 


and pul ed Candy tight into his arms. 


We gathered at the family dining table; the fresh scent of 
baked chicken and 


rosemary made my mouth water. Mom's chicken was 
awesome. And potatoes, | 


couldn't forget about her famous mashed potatoes. It'd 
been a good year or so since 


we'd last had dinner as a family. 


Matt and Candy sat next to me, while Pops sat at the end of 
the table like he 


normally did. My family was pretty traditional. Mom loved to 
cook. Dad loved to 


sprawl back on the couch and watch baseball afterward. 


| folded up my napkin and set it on my lap as soon as mom 
came in witha 


platter of food. "Mm, Mom, you make the best food." 


"Well, you missed Thanksgiving, Jeremy. | bet you're looking 
forward to this." 


She smiled and set the plate on the table. 


My eyes grew wide as my stomach rumbled at the plate, ful 
of baked chicken 


breasts sprinkled with herbs and spices. 
Oh, damn, l'l just take it al, thank you. 


"So, Candy is working on her Associate's in Nursing, Mom," 
Matt said coolly, 


and | groaned. 


“Nursing, huh," my mom said as she sat down, folding a 
napkin out on her 


lap. "Have you thought of where to apply when you 
graduate?" 


"| real y want to work with children," Candy answered. 


Matt's eyes narrowed, and he grabbed the plate of chicken 
right before | could 


pick the piece I'd been eyeing since it was brought to the 
table. He held it out for 


Candy to choose, and then picked up the piece | had 
wanted. | grumbled and folded 


my arms, watching my family make merry with the happy 
couple. 


This was just disgusting. Okay, so Candy had future plans; 
what did | have? A 


dead-end job at an office as a mail runner. | wasn't getting 
anywhere, while she had 


plans to raise children with Matt and live happily ever after. 


| watched as the family rotated the bowl of mashed 
potatoes around the table, 


starting with my father. When it got to Candy, she dipped 
the spoon in and plopped a 


heap on to Matt's plate and Matt did the same for her. He 
set it down on the table, 


obviously avoiding sending it in my direction. 


| crumpled my napkin and threw it down on the empty plate. 
"If you'll excuse 


me." | stomped out of the room and up the stairs where the 
bedrooms were. 


"Jeremy," Matt's voice cal ed behind me before | slammed 
the door, blocking 


out the happy noises from downstairs. 


| turned and noted the old bedroom. It used to be mine until 
my mom turned 


it into a guest room. All of my posters and toys were boxed 
away and stored in the 


garage. The single bed was still here, pushed up against the 
wall now, and the dresser 


was moved to the opposite side of the room with an old 
television set on top. 


The silence that followed was a welcome relief. | plopped 
down on the bed 


and lay back, reeling in the events of last night, today, and 
just now. 


A restrained knock came at the door. "Jeremy, can we talk?" 
Matt's voice 


followed. 
"GO away." 


He opened the door, despite my warning, and poked his 
head in. "Come on. 


We're not kids anymore. Tell me what's wrong?" 


| shook my head and turned on my side away from him. "You 
wouldn't 


understand." 
"Yeah, try me." | heard the click as the door closed. 


| knew he was in the room, eyes staring at me. | felt a 
twinge run down my 


spine, but didn't move an inch. "It's just. . this is all too 
much right now." 


"Is it Candy?" 


Duh... that's part of it. 


| rol ed on to my back and stared at the dark ceiling, the 
words escaping me. 


"I know what this is." Matt moved closer to the foot of the 
bed. "This is about 


last night, isn't it?" 
You're damn right it is! 


| sat up and straightened my spine. The soft look in his eyes 
took my breath 


way. Tears threatened to well up, but | held them back as 
best | could. 


"Look, last night just happened. It shouldn't have, but it did. 
| was drunk, and 


you were there, and. ." He leaned in, brows furrowed. "We're 
brothers, Jeremy. It's 


wrong. . SO wrong. . and | didn't mean to lead you on like 
that." 


He lightly dabbed his thumb across my cheek, and | felt the 
coolness of the 


tear being wiped away. | hadn't even known it was there. 


My hands trembled, and | squeezed the side of the bed to 
stop them. "I know." 


| lowered my head, and another tear dripped from my nose, 
landing on my leg. "I 


just. ." 


"Is that how you've felt about me all along?" Matt closed in, 
and his warm 


breath stole my words from my lips. | nodded. "Since 
when?" 


"The day | got detention. | wandered into the locker room 
and saw you after a 


team meet," | murmured. | had never wanted to tell him 
that. Damn, he just had this 


way of getting secrets out of me. 


"Jeremy, I. ." His fingers graced the side of my jaw and 
cupped my chin, lifting 


my head. The warmth of his lips touched mine, making me 
freeze for a moment 


before yielding to his touch. 


Okay, this is some sort of sick game, right? | prepared 
myself for the onslaught 


of hysterics when he released his grasp and started freaking 
out over what just 


happened, but when he dipped over me | fel back on the 
bed, sinking into the 


mattress. 


Un-fucking-believable. 


He explored my jaw with his tongue and sucked in my 
earlobe. | could have 


just melted as his wandering hands felt up my shirt and 
back down to my waist. My 


cock twitched as his fingers gripped the button of my jeans. 
Hell yes, | was ready. 


He broke his kiss, and the cold of the room invaded the gap 
between us. 


"Jeremy," he breathed. 
Oh, no, you're not getting away that easily. 


| entwined my leg around his and rolled him on his back. 
Now | was in 


charge, and damn it, he was not going to whine and 
complain. No way, | wasn't going 


to hear it. 


Matt's eyes were wide in shock. | captured his moist lips, 
forcing them open 


with my tongue and seeking out his. His look settled; hands 
Cupped over my ass and 


pushed me down into him. | felt his hard cock within the 
barriers of his jeans and 


reached between us to run my hand over the fabric. 


God, he was hard. | was hard. This couldn't be a more 
perfect chance. 


He broke away and stared into my needy eyes. "Isn't this 
weird to you?" 


"What is?" 
"Well, this is. . our parents are downstairs." 


| nodded and straightened my spine. "How about this?" | 
unsnapped his jeans 


and left them loose while | grabbed his hand, forcing him to 
reach for his cock. 


"Remember when we were ten, and we jerked ourselves 
off?" 


His eyes brightened, and a chuckle escaped his lungs. 
"Yeah. We stole Dad's 


porn mags." 


| fought with the snap on my jeans and gripped my cock 
tight. "Well, we can 


stroke ourselves. Does that seem weird?" 
"Yas," 


"Oh, come on." | lay back next to him and began to stroke. 
Finally, he 


tightened his grasp and began to jerk himself off. 
This could work. 


He lay back on the bed with one hand above his head. Cock 
firmly in his 


grasp, he stroked so beautifully that | attempted to keep up 
with his pace. It could have 


been a minute, or just a fleeting second that passed by, 
when | licked my lips and knelt 


over him. 


| worked my tongue over his slit, and then down his smooth 
length as his fist 


reached the base of his shaft. A moan left his lips. "Jeremy." 
| couldn't stop, not with 


that lusty look on his face urging me on. | repeated the 
action, this time wrapping my 


lips around the tip of his cock and jiggling my tongue. 


Matt's fingers met the back of my head, splaying in my hair, 
and pushed me 


down farther. | took his entire length in my mouth, savoring 
his taste. He swal owed 


hard, restraining a moan. "Fuck. ." 


My grasp tightened around myself, and | stroked faster. A 
Shiver ran through 


me as his groans and pants came out strong, despite his 
efforts to stifle them. | was 


right there, ready to climax, when | lapped over his slit 
again and his come hit my 


tongue. 


Another stroke, and | spent my release over my fingers. His 
hand came away 


from my hair, and he settled back on the bed. 


"Fuck yes. ." | lay down beside him. My heart thumped in my 
chest, eyes 


focused on the ceiling. 


We both rested there for a moment with the silence louder 
than it had been al 


day. It felt damn good being able to enjoy the aftermath for 
just a second, until a soft 


knock came at the door. 


"Matt? Jeremy? Is everything all right in there?" my mother's 
voice broke 


through. 
Shit, we've been up here for a long time. 


"Damn it!" Matt said and rolled off the bed. He fiddled with 
the snap on his 


jeans. "You. | can't fucking believe it." 
| sat up. "Wait, Matt." 


"No. You. . seduced me." The confusion and blame in his 
face scared the hel 


out of me. 


"What?" 


"That's what this is. You're seducing me, Jeremy." He dashed 
to the door, still 


adjusting himself. "I can't believe you did this to me." 


| jumped off of the bed, catching my loose jeans before they 
could fall to the 


floor. "You got it al wrong, Matt." 
"Oh, yeah?" he interrupted. "Explain what just happened." 


The words caught on my tongue. Silence filled the room 
until Matt said, "Stay 


the fuck away from me." 


He opened the door to our mother's curious stare. "What's 
going on?" 


Candy stepped up to the second floor and met him as he 
slithered out the 


door. "Nothing, Mom." Matt straightened his spine. "Come 
on, we're leaving." He 


wrapped his arm around Candy's shoulder and led her back 
down stairs. 


My mother turned her attention to me. "Did you guys get 
into a fight?" 


| shook my head and gripped the edge of the door tight. 
"You could say that." 


The corner of my eye started to well up, my heart was 
heavy, and | shut the door 


before allowing the tear to drip down my flushed cheek. 


How many days had it been since that incident? | had lost 
track. My 


apartment was a sheer disaster zone, and I. . Well, | 
probably looked a hel of a lot 


worse. The phone jangled every now and then, sending me 
back into reality, but it 


wasn't enough to make me care. 


| lay on the sofa staring into the television. Hell if | knew 
what was actually 


playing. That wasn't what I was paying attention to. It was 
Matt. That night at the 


party and the day after had replayed itself over and over in 
my head for a week 


straight. When | did get up, | would eat a little, take a piss, 
and was back on the couch. 


My clothes probably stank something awful, and | knew | 
was growing what 


could be a full beard. | just didn't give a damn. I just wanted 
to think over this 


situation, dwel in my memory of what was. 
This was definitely not like my usual self. 


The phone rang again and the sound went in one ear and 
out the other. 


Wonder who it is this time? 


"Jeremy, where are you? You have missed work 5 days 
straight without a call- 


in. I'm sorry to have to leave this on your answering 
machine, but we have no choice 


but to find a replacement." My boss' voice sounded in the 
room. 


| bit my lower lip as | fought the waterworks from coming. 
Damn, I had 


fought for that job. Sure, it was a dead-end crap job, but | 
had been there for a few 


years now. Co-workers loved me, and | had awesome friends 
and, despite the few ex's, 


too, it was great. 
Al this shit over my brother. I'm going crazy! 


It wasn't that. | knew it. Okay, so he was drunk that night, 
but what about the 


day after? That awkward conversation we had in bed. Well, 
what you could calla 


conversation. He didn't kick my ass, which | highly thought 
possible, knowing him. 


No. Instead, he kissed me again; that time he wasn't drunk. 
Something was there; | 


just knew it. 


That was it. He was scared to admit he was attracted to me. 


A pound came at the door. | forced myself to stand on 
wobbly legs and 


listened for any noise outside. 


"Jeremy, open the door. | Know you're home." Matt's voice 
echoed in the 


hallway outside, and my eyes widened. 
Shit! | can't let him see me like this. 


| dashed into the bathroom and caught a look at myself in 
the mirror for the 


first time in a week. Damn, | looked horrible. The sound of 
running water 


overpowered another knock as | splashed the cool water on 
to my face. 


That would take care of the dirt, at least, but | couldn't do a 
damn thing about 


the wannabe beard sprouting from my jaw. 


Quickly, | grabbed my white terry cloth robe from the door 
and slipped it on 


over my t-shirt. A splash of aftershave, and | was ready to 
meet him. Well, sort of. 


“Damn it, Jeremy. Open up!" Matt ordered. 


| unlocked the double bolt and peeked out at him. God, he 
looked great. | 


sized him up right there. 


His tight black jeans hugged his waist and his ass naturally. | 
fought not to get 


hard. He had, uncharacteristically, tucked in his red and 
black sleeveless, but al the 


best that his muscular chest outlined even more in the 
fabric. 


If you're going to look like that, you can just leave right now 
before | jump you. 


"What do you want?" | sighed. 


"Let me in, please." There was that same soft, but 
concerned, look in his eyes. 


| wasn't going to fal for that. "Why? So you can ridicule me 
more? Or maybe 


you wanted to make up more stupid lies about how I'm 
seducing you to be my bitch 


or. ." 
"Jeremy," he interrupted, eyes set on the floor. 


| stepped back, and he made his way inside. "Don't even 
start," | warned. 


"Look. Everyone's been worried about you since that night. 
You haven't been 


to work. Haven't been answering your calls. Are you trying 
to dig yourself an early 


grave?" 


"I'm fine, Matt. No need to worry." | approached the kitchen 
island and leaned 


against the painted wood counter. 


"Bullshit! Look at you." He held out his fingers, but didn't 
make a move closer. 


"You're fucking growing a beard. That's not like you." 


"So-fucking-what? | can do whatever the hel | please, can't 
|?" 


| grabbed a cup, my hand shaky, and attempted to pour a 
glass of water froma 


pitcher in the fridge. My fingers shook uncontrollably, and 
the liquid spilled over the 


sides of the pitcher. 


“Damn, hold up." Matt entered the kitchen and forced the 
pitcher from my 


hand. "See? You can't even pour a simple glass of water. 
What's wrong with you?" He 


gave me the glass, and | cupped it in my hands, enjoying 
the coolness in the middle of 


my palms. "Is this about me?" 


| shook my head and turned away, forcing myself not to tear 
up. 


"| don't know what to say." Moments of sobering silence fol 
owed. | heard him 


sigh and take a few steps. "Devon. ." 
"What?" 


"When I was thirteen, Devon and l. ." His voice cracked, and 
| turned on my 


heel and stared at his shaky body leaned against the 
counter top. "We were jacking off 


and. . well, he and |. ." 
"You're serious?" 


"Yeah." His eyes focused on the counter. "I've never told 
anyone about that." 


"Who did it?" 
"Huh?" 
"Who started touching who?" 


He slouched; his head came down on the counter with a 
light thump. "I did." 


My eyes brightened, a lump caught in my throat. With 
Devon? | couldn't 


fucking believe it. If | wasn't obsessed with Matt, | would 
have killed to get an 


opportunity like that. 


"We swore up and down that we wouldn't tell a soul," Matt 
continued. "But 


when he joined the football team in high school, | just 
couldn't keep going." 


“That's why you quit the team?" 


He nodded his head on the counter. "That same day you 
caught me in the 


locker room. | couldn't keep my eyes off of him, and it 
scared the hel out of me." 


Sounds extremely familiar. 


"So, how do you feel with me?" My entire body shook, 
hopeful he would say 


something | wanted to hear all along. 


He lifted his head from the counter and | watched his 
Adam's apple bob up 


and down. "Scared." 


"Scared?" | crooked my neck. "Thank you. Glad to know | 
have that effect on 


people." 


"No, Jeremy." He crossed into the kitchen and stopped in 
front of me. "You 


don't understand. I'm scared because you're my brother, 
and | love you." 


| couldn't breathe. He'd said that four-letter word, the one 
he'd never said in 


all our years growing up. For a minute, | thought I was ina 
dream. | wanted to pinch 


myself or fal into his arms, but | stayed my ground, not 
moving an inch, waiting until 


he found the courage to speak again. 


Matt reached out and ran his fingers down my cheek, 
tracing the wet line of a 


single tear that | was unaware had fallen. "Bet you've been 
waiting years to hear those 


words." 


| settled into his touch and nodded my head. I'd been 
waiting eight years, to 


be exact. 


"What are we going to do?" He groaned. Fingers lifted away 
from my face. "I 


can't exactly go around saying | love my brother." 


“That sounds real shitty, Matt," | huffed and set the glass on 
the counter. "God, 


you never change, do you?" | stepped around him, past the 
kitchen island, and leaned 


against a stool with arms crossed. 


He followed my path and stopped in front of me, staring me 
down. "That's not 


what | meant. Of course | love you like a brother, Jeremy. It's 
just different. A little. . 


warmer." 


| swallowed hard, and when | blinked, he was closing in on 
me. He cupped 


my chin and pulled me closer. | fell into him as his moist lips 
caressed mine. There 


was a Searing warmth surrounding us, awakening me from 
the cold. | could have 


melted with him right there and then. | wrapped my arms 
around his waist to keep 


myself from sinking to my knees, reveling in how soft the 
fabric of his shirt felt under 


my fingers. 


Matt pulled away, and | squeezed the back of his t-shirt. His 
muscles tensed 


before his forehead touched mine. "Jeremy." The needy 
sound of my name whispered 


from his tongue sent my mind through a whirlwind of 
fantasies. 


Come on, just take me, Matt. 


| suckled in my lower lip. | couldn't say that | wanted him to 
just sweep me up 


and carry me into the bedroom. Patience was the key here. 
"You look like shit." He smiled. 


| almost stepped away, but his hold around my waist was 
too tight. Instead, | 


closed my eyes and lowered my head. "Sorry. | couldn't 
Shave in that short amount of 


time after you knocked." 


"It's not a problem." Moist lips pressed into my stubbly neck. 
"It's still you 


under all that fuzz," he sighed, and his tongue swept over 
my earlobe. 


My knees shook. Matt kissed the back of my neck, where 
the beard hadn't 


grown in, and | lost my footing. My legs weakened, and | 
almost tumbled to the floor. 


If it wasn't for Matt's tight hold on me, | could have hit my 
head on the side of the 


stool. 


"Whoa there." He held my robe, and | clenched the back of 
his shirt. "Looks 


like you haven't had much sleep, either." 


| shook my head in agreement. "No. I tried to, but I don't 
know what the hel 


was going through my head." 


"| do." He unraveled from me. The cold invaded, and | 
shivered. "Come here." 


Matt stepped around to the doorway. He faced my bedroom 
and gestured for 


me to fol ow. | stood hesitantly, with my backside planted 
firmly on the stool. | didn't 


want to walk forward. My knees would surely give way, and 
I'd go down face first to 


the tiled floor. 


He coaxed me to come to him. | took a step and surprised 
myself at my 


attempt to balance. Another few steps, and | was in his 
arms, moving closer to the 


bedroom. 


| don't think Matt had ever been this far into my apartment 
before. I was a 


single guy. All | needed was a single bed. A blanket lay 
folded at the end. The sheet 


was pul ed up next to the pillow at the head of the bed. | 
hadn't slept there in a week, 


so why make it? 


Matt turned, and the back of my legs hit the mattress. He 
pushed, and my ass 


fel on the bed. | sat with him hovering over me. He eyed me 
a moment, crooked his 


head, and folded his arms across his chest. 


"No, this won't do." That devious smile upturned on his lips. 
| swallowed hard. 


He bent down, and his muscled arms draped around my 
sides. | drank in the 


smel of cologne. His moist lips swept over mine. | pushed 
closer to him, forcing my 


tongue between his lips. We fell on the mattress, and his 
thigh pressed into my hard 


cock. A stifled moan escaped my throat. 


Damn, did | want him. | wanted him to touch me 
everywhere. All those little 


hot spots I'd longed to tell him about. He grazed the side of 
my neck with his tongue. 


He'd already learned about that spot, the one that turned 
me on, made me his. 


Matt straightened his spine and ran his fingers down my 
stomach to the 


waistband of my boxers. A lump formed in my throat. Maybe 
it was my heart. Hell, it 


had been beating so fast since he walked in that door. 


"| know it's around here somewhere." He turned his head 
toward the bedside 


table. 


"What?" 
He looked at me out of the corner of his eye. "Lube." 
My cheeks flushed. "It's under the bed, silly." 


"Why do you keep it under there?" He leaned over until he 
was practically 


upside down with the top of his head on the floor. | chuckled 
at the sight. He lifted 


himself back up with the bottle in hand. 
“Because that's where | want to keep it," | answered him. 


Matt leaned in and gripped my waistband. | helped him ease 
my boxers from 


around my ass, and then spread my legs wide. My hard cock 
danced on my stomach. 


He smiled at the display and ran his tongue across his lips 
before settling between my 


legs. 


Five fingers wrapped around the base of my shaft, and | 
bent my head to 


watch his every move. | wanted to see him as he licked my 
entire length. His eyes 


flicked up as he took my cock in his mouth. That perfectly 
tanned skin wasn't 


something he'd paid for. No. That was our mom's heritage. 
And he was watching my 


reaction now. 


Mouth shut, | tried to keep the noise to a minimum, but it 
was hard when he 


engulfed my entire cock in that mouth. His lips drew me in, 
sucked me so deep that | 


wanted to come right there. He moved his hands between 
my thighs and spread them 


wider. A wet finger touched my tight heat, and an unbidden 
moan escaped from deep 


in my lungs. 
It was getting harder to hold back. 
You surprise me more and more every day, Matt. 


It was then | realized that my head was back on the 
mattress. | was staring up 


at the ceiling. | looked at him, and his eyes flicked back to 
me again. The pressure of 


his finger as it entered me made me still. 
He lifted his head. "Lube?" 
| nodded. 


Matt held the bottle and popped open the lid, squeezing out 
the clear liquid 


onto two fingers. The pressure was back again, and this 
time, his fingers slipped into 


me, and I cried out of sheer pleasure at the sensation. His 
free hand tightened around 


my cock and began to stroke. 


Unable to keep my eyes open, | leaned my head back again 
and closed my 


eyes. The moment his fingers grazed my gland, | let out 
another moan. "Oh, fuck. ." 


The words came, and my head snapped forward to see his 
amused smile. 


He nodded and moved his fingers away. It took a minute to 
realize what he 


was up to. Matt loosened his jeans and let them fall from his 
hips. Another pop of the 


bottle lid and he smoothed the lube around his own rigid 
cock. 


| prepared myself for him by lifting my legs and setting a pil 
Ow under my ass. 


He grabbed hold of my leg and positioned the head of his 
cock against my tightness. | 


could feel my body shaking. | needed him now to ease my 
tension. 


Matt pressed into me, opening me for his wide shaft to slide 
in. The pressure 


was overwhelming, at first, for my tired body. | tensed my 
muscles, though not on 


purpose, and he stopped just half way inside. 
"Are you Okay?" he asked. 


| wiped at a single tear that streamed down my cheek. "I'm 
fine." | reached my 


hand out and touched his chest. My fingers gripped the 
fabric and | gave a tug. "Take 


that off." | wanted him completely naked. | wanted to bask 
in his beauty while he 


fucked me. To touch his soft skin while he thrust his cock 
deep. 


He did as | asked and threw his t-shirt to the floor. | drank in 
the sight of his 


bare chest and winced as he thrust. 


"Better?" he breathed. | nodded slowly as he thrust again, 
sending me into a 


frenzy of needing to come and not wanting to. 


When I was dead tired, | couldn't restrain myself as well as | 
usually could. 


Hell, just with one stroke, | wanted to come. Trying my 
damnedest wasn't working 


today. With his fist wrapped around my shaft and his thick 
cock stretching me so 


wonderfully, the usual tingle went straight to my balls, and | 
came. 


There was a chuckle, and he released my length, but didn't 
move away from 


me. Instead, he sped his pace, moving in and out at a 
tireless speed until | felt his cock 


pulse. He huffed and almost fel on top of me, balancing 
himself on his palms. 


"There. That's what you needed to get to sleep." He placed 
a kiss on my lips. 


Sure enough. I'd closed my eyes with a smile stuck on my 
lips. What an 


embarrassing way to fall asleep. | felt him slide away from 
me and the coldness of his 


drying come on the side of my ass cheek, but that was it. | 
passed right out. 


"Jeremy," his voice echoed out through the darkness. 


| turned on my side and settled my head into the warm, 
comfy pillow. 


"Jeremy. Wake up." 


Matt snaked his arm around my side. | peeked out and saw a 
fuzzy silhouette 


of him. He sat on the corner of the bed, back in his t-shirt 
and jeans. | blinked. Was | 


dreaming? "How long have | been asleep?" 


"A few hours," he said. | could barely make out the 
movement of his lips. 


| stretched out and noted the warmth of the blankets 
Surrounding me. He 


must have covered me up earlier. How sweet. "What have 
you been doing this whole 


time?" 


"Well." My eyes had focused enough to see his Adam's apple 
bob up and 


down. "I debated what to do about this whole Candy 
marriage thing." 


| sat up on elbows. "And?" 


"| don't know. | mean, | can't just come out with 'I don't want 
to marry you 


because I'm in love with my brother'." 


My heart felt as if it stopped. | couldn't breathe for a second. 
Was he serious? 


"Matt." There was a fleeting sense of knowing something 
was wrong. That 


same dirty feeling, vague, but it was there. "Don't say 
anything." 


"What?" 


"Look, | think you're right. We can't go telling anyone about 
this," | prattled 


on although | hated the words. "So, maybe this wasn't 
meant to happen." 


What the hel am I saying? 
"Jeremy?" 


"No. Matt." | reached for him, stopping right before | could 
touch his broad 


chest. "How do we tell our folks or Candy? How do we go 
around telling anyone why 


we're so close to each other?" My entire body was numb. 
"Maybe we shouldn't do this." 


Stop. Just stop flapping your lips! 


"You're the one who wanted this. You Know that, right? Just a 
few hours ago 


you were drowning in your own tears over me, and now you 
want to stop?" 


| nodded. "Yes. | mean, no. Okay, so maybe this was 
Supposed to happen. You 


found out who you are. You came out. Maybe you should 
just go find someone who 


would take care of you better than I can. I'm just someone 
who goes al pervy for his 


own brother." 


He unwrapped his arm from my waist, and that sense of 
solitude bit at me 


along with the cool air. | couldn't believe | was saying this, 
but deep down, it was 


better this way and | knew it. 


"| can't believe you're telling me this now." He lowered his 
head. 


Silence invaded our space. | pul ed the blankets around my 
stomach and 


huddled in their warmth. Damn, it was time to kick on the 
heater. Though, I'd rather 


be wrapped up in Matt's warm embrace than these damn 
old sheets. 


Other than the rustling of bed sheets, the only sound was 
the ticking of the 


clock on the bedside table. | focused my thoughts on that 
one sound, trying not to 


think about turning what I'd said around. 


Damn, did | want to just turn it all around. Pretend it wasn't 
happening and 


that it would be okay, but | knew it wouldn't. This was it. 
There was no way around 


this. No way of allowing ourselves to be caught up in each 
other without the entire 


world knowing, or at least our folks and friends. 


| heard Matt draw in a breath. "After all this. . | was ready, 
Jeremy." | turned to 


face him. He kept his eyes on the floor. "I was ready to 
accept this. Candy's just some 


chick." 


They were the words I'd wanted to hear, but they came too 
late. 


"I'm sorry, Matt." | wiped at a tear. "I guess | never thought 
it through until 


now." 


"| don't think you're really thinking anything through, 
Jeremy. You're trying to 


tel me what | wanted to hear. That's not what | want." He 
stood up and turned to face 


me. His lips curled and his eyes were so cold. "I want to love 
you. To be with you." 


"But what about. ." 


"Fuck anyone else, Jeremy. | can get rid of Candy just like 
that." His snapped 


his fingers. "We'll figure out what to say to Mom and Pops." 


"I can't make you do that." | shook my head. He was being 
SO persistent, so 


rude to his soon-to-be wife. Okay, maybe | was rude when 
we met at his apartment, 


and at dinner. But, hell, didn't he have any feelings for this 
girl? 


He knelt on the mattress and leaned into me. "You're not 
making me do 


anything. This is my decision." 
"Matt?" 


He reached up and splayed his fingers across my chest. If he 
couldn't feel my 


heart thumping earlier, | was sure he could now. | could feel 
it beating loud in my 


temples. It gave me a headache. This whole situation gave 
me a massive migraine. 


Matt closed the gap between us. | let his scent drift into my 
nose and relished 


the fact that he was here for just a moment. | knew | should 
jerk away. To tel him no, 


but | just couldn't. He had my heart right there in his hand, 
and | wanted nothing 


more than for us to love each other the way we wanted. 


"This is what | want, Jeremy." His lips brushed against mine. 
"Don't make me 


repeat myself again." 


"But. ." Matt pressed against me, his tongue darting 
between my lips, and the 


words fell off. | couldn't even think anymore. His fingers 
gripped the fabric of my shirt 


and pul ed me against him. | sat there wide-eyed, feeling 
dizzy and weak, with my 


arms trembling beside me. 


| lifted my hand, unknowing where it was even going, but he 
grabbed my 


fingers and entwined his with mine. | melted all over again. 


We stayed like that, drowning in each other's lustful 
embrace. My headache 


settled, as did my beating heart. His warmth comforted me 
more than these old 


sheets. This is the Matt I'd always wanted from that day I'd 
seen him in the locker 


room. The brother | thought | could never attain. The dream. 
The obsession. It was 


too overwhelming for me to grasp. 


His arm curled around my neck, and he pulled away, our 
foreheads mashed 


against one another. His breath came out heavy along my 
cheeks. "No buts. No ifs or 


ands or whys. None of that, okay?" 
| flicked my eyes. It was in agreement. 


"I'll deal with Candy and our folks if you want me to. We'll 
leave, Jeremy. 


Where no one knows or even cares, okay?" 


| wanted to disagree. How could we just leave our family 
without saying a 


thing? But, | didn't speak. | couldn't. 


Instead, | nodded my head, and he pul ed me close to his 
chest. Matt rested 


his head on my shoulder, and we both settled into each 
other's warmth. 


The big cardboard box sat on top of the counter. | dug 
through my 


kitchenware, setting plates in empty shelves above the sink. 
Two weeks had passed since Matt called off the wedding. 


Candy was more than a little pissed off. | had sat downstairs 
with my parents 


listening to their shouting. She spurted something about 
Matt cheating on her the 


whole time. A door slammed, and then it was quiet. Their 
argument lasted a mere 15 


minutes. 


Matt knelt in the living room in front of his big screen 
television set. Wires lay 


wrapped around his feet and hands as he tried to figure out 
how to hook up the game 


console. 


“Damn it, Jeremy. How do you do this?" He turned his head, 
and the shiny 


black eye Candy gave him was a brown bruise now, set 
around his eyelid. 


"Here, let me help you." | set down the old gravy pot my 
mom had given me 


before we left and weaved through the piles of boxes. 


She also gave me a concerned look when | told her that 
Matt and | were 


moving. We wove a story about how there were better job 
opportunities in this town 


three hours away. We would still be a quick plane ride away, 
in case they needed us 


some day. 


Here in this new town, no one knew our names or our faces. 
It was a fresh 


Start for us both. For our relationship. 


| knelt beside him and gently began to unwrap the cords 
from around his 


hands. "First of all, we don't need al of the cords." 


Matt smiled, and just as | loosened him from the wires, he 
cupped the back of 


my neck and brought me closer. 


“Then what are they for?" The heat from his closeness made 
me feel complete. 


"They're extras." 


"Oh?" 


There was a tickle on the underside of my wrist. Matt had 
delicately strung 


the black wire around my wrist with his free hand. 
"What are you doing?" 
He shrugged. "Making sure you don't get away from me." 


"I'm not going anywhere." | clasped my hands together al 
owing him to secure 


the binds tight around my wrists. 
"I know." 


Matt grasped my arms and swung them around his neck. My 
cheeks flushed. 


There was no way out. | was in his possession now. As if I'd 
real y want to fight. 


He wrapped his muscular arms around my sides and 
pressed his lips firmly 


against mine. Sweat ran down the sides of my cheeks. His 
musky scent filled my 


nostrils, creating a subduing need to open wide for him. 


Everything I'd ever wanted had been granted in these last 
few weeks. What 


began as an obsession was now our reality. 


On the Edge 


S.L. Armstrong & K. Piet 


The music was loud, fast, and the smell of sweat and booze 
wafted up from 


the dance floor to the upper catwalk. Below, a throng of 
men danced, limbs flailing in 


time with the hard beat. Blue, purple, and green laser lights 
panned back and forth 


over the dancers, strobe lights near the DJ booth created an 
almost frightening mass 


of writhing bodies. From his vantage point, Andrew could 
easily pick out his brother 


in the center of the whole mess, half-naked, flushed, and 
rubbing between two men 


much bigger than himself. Another night of clubbing. 
Another night when Ben would 


party sober, and then drag Andrew's wasted body home. 


Andrew kicked back another shot of whiskey, and then 
pushed off the railing 


of the catwalk. He had to piss. Pushing his way through the 
crowd in the upper level, 


he tried to escape. The bathroom, rank with piss and come, 
was a welcome respite 


from the vision of Ben. He locked himself into the stall, 
pissed into the toilet, and then 


fished into his jeans pocket. His fingers closed around the 
baggies, and he pulled them 


out. In moments, he had swal owed another tablet of 
Ecstasy and was looking around 


the stall. Damn the lack of flat surfaces. He flushed the 
toilet and stumbled out of the 


stall. 


The countertop was wet. Quickly, he used wad of paper 
towels to sop it all up. 


Bone dry. He needed the counter bone-fucking-dry. As the 
bass thundered below, 


Andrew laid out a line of coke. Careful. Had to be careful 
with the Ecstasy and booze. 


Too much and he'd be dead before he hit the ground. He 
bent to the counter and 


snorted up the line, straightening as the sting spread 
through his nose. The rush 


flooded his brain. He stared at himself in the mirror, his eyes 
bright, drugged, and his 


nose red from all the rubbing. A laugh bubbled up inside 
him, half-crazed and 


drunken. The beat of the music pounded through him, 
brought the vision of Ben into 


his mind, and he groaned. 


Goddamn it! He closed his eyes, trying to erase the image 
of his twin dancing, 


wet with sweat, laughing and happy. It didn't matter. 
Nothing he did changed it. 


Nothing he tried put out the fire he felt inside for Ben. Just 
thinking of Ben's lips, 


curved and ful and damp, had him hard in his jeans, a 
desperate whine in his throat 


as he stumbled into the nearest stall. The room spun as he 
sprawled on the toilet, 


fumbled with the fly of his jeans. It wouldn't help, either, but 
maybe. . maybe this time 


it would be different. Maybe one indulgent moment of 
jacking off, drowning in all the 


intimate moments he had of his brother would put an end to 
the torment that had 


been dogging his steps since he turned fourteen. 


Ben, young and scared, spread out across the bed in the 
room they shared. 


Ben, kissing him, whispering that it was all right. Ben, 
assuring him no one would 


know. Ben, moaning into his mouth as they touched, tasted 
each other. Ben— 


"Andrew?" 


In the middle of pumping his cock, Ben's voice filtered 
through the din in his 


head. Andrew panted, staring at the door of the stall. His 
tongue was glued to the roof 


of his mouth. He watched Ben's shoes—he'd know those 
shoes anywhere—stop just 


outside his hiding place. Ben turned to face the stall door, 
and Andrew swore Ben 


knew what he was doing. 


"Andrew." There was a thump against the door; if Andrew 
knew Ben, it was 


probably his head. "Let me in." 
"Go away," Andrew slurred. "Don't need you yet." 
Ben was quiet a moment. "Yes, you do. Open the door." 


Andrew clenched his eyes shut, his head throbbing in time 
with the bass of 


the club, his cock hard, insistent, and his heart bleeding as 
desire rose inside him. 


"Ben, | can't—" 
"Open the goddamn door," Ben hissed. 


Andrew pul ed his hand from his cock, leaned over, and 
pulled the bolt 


through the lock, the world swimming for a moment. Ben, 
tal and beautiful, blond 


where Andrew was dark, loomed in the stall door. Shame 
twined with the need in 


him, high and drunk with his hard cock hanging out of his 
jeans. He couldn't look 


away from Ben, though, unwilling to blink as his brother 
moved into the stall and slid 


the bolt home once more. 


Not a word passed Ben's lips as he fell to his knees between 
Andrew's legs. His 


hands slid up Andrew's thighs, his gray-blue eyes intent on 
Andrew's. Ben knew what 


he was doing. Ben a/ways knew what he was doing. 
No one wil know. 


Ben leaned down and drew his tongue up the length of 
Andrew's straining 


prick. A sobbing moan rumbled in Andrew's throat, the 
Ecstasy making that one lick 


feel like dozens. He watched Ben's tongue circle the head of 
him, the tip dipping down 


under his foreskin. Fuck, he was going to come. 
It's al right. 


He squeezed his eyes shut, and his arm shot out so he could 
bury his fingers 


in Ben's hair. With a yank, he buried his cock into the hot, 
wet depths of Ben's mouth 


and throat. His head lolled back, and he stared at the dingy 
ceiling, the scent of piss 


and disinfectant thick around him. The music driving, Ben's 
mouth knowing, and his 


fingers unable to let go of the golden head in his lap. 
Am I dreaming? Are we really doing this? 


Andrew's breath caught, the pleasure crested, slammed into 
him. He came 


down Ben's throat, one hand clutching to Ben's head, the 
other bracing against the 


side of the stall. In the bathroom of some nameless club, 
high as a kite, Andrew let his 


twin suck him off like some $2 hooker, and, in that moment, 
he didn't care. The 


pleasure shoved the pain aside, smothered the shame and 
brought about that 


wonderful moment of post-coital numbness. 
Shh. Kiss me, Andrew. 


Ben sat back on his heels, his lips slick with spit and come. 
"Ready to go 


home?" he asked, voice wet and rough. 


It was like he was falling. Nothing Andrew did stopped his 
descent. He was 


damned. It didn't matter what he told himself, he'd been 
damned since that hot 


summer afternoon he'd fucked his brother in their childhood 
bedroom. Mom and 


Dad out at the store. Little sister sunning herself by the 
pool. Ben naked, smel ing of 


chlorine, and Andrew on top of him, sliding in— 


"Take me home," Andrew ground out, unsure if he could 
even stand. 


Ben smiled slowly, his eyes sparkling with excitement. 
"Gladly." 


No one wil know. 
And no one did. No one ever knew. No one but him. 


The lights of the streets bled into the lanterns standing 
sentinel at each 


apartment door. In Andrew's current state, they were like 
fireflies on crack. 


Everything was swirling past as Ben helped him through the 
courtyard of their 


apartment complex. He felt the wind acutely, heard it 
rustling through trees, and it 


played along his hypersensitive skin. It cut at him, caressed 
him, teased and 


tormented, but it brought no relief. The heat was oppressive, 
throbbing through him, 


and the wind just made him shiver, made the flames 
beneath his skin burn hotter. 


He moaned loudly when their door creaked open, thrusting 
him into the air 


conditioned bliss of their apartment. The cold made his 
nipples hard against the 


rough fabric of his t-shirt, and he swayed, flailed until his 
hand found Ben's holey, 


colorful shirt. He yanked their bodies together, spinning until 
they met the wall. He 


could have sworn the wall swelled, cushioned them, but the 
moan that escaped Ben 


almost sounded pained as he ravished his twin's mouth. 


Andrew's heart pounded in his chest, drumming out a 
rhythm so fast and 


harsh it made him feel like they'd never left the club. They 
had, though. There were no 


prying eyes here. No one to witness his shame or their 
pleasure. With the drugs 


pushing him higher and higher, there didn't even have to be 
shame. They were a 


crutch, a scapegoat. He knew that, but with his mind blown 
apart and every touch 


sending sparks and lightning bolts sizzling through him, he 
didn't care. 


He never cared. Never gave a fuck what the drugs did to 
him. All that 


mattered was the high, Ben's touches, and the excuse to 
touch back. Ben writhed 


between the wall and his body, arms wrapped around his 
neck. His twin tasted like 


cherry cola, sweet and tangy, and Andrew soaked up every 
moan and whimper. 


Andrew's cock fucking ached, and all he wanted was relief. It 
didn't feel like he'd come 


just a little while ago. Need washed through him, drove him 
on, and he barely heard as 


his clumsy fingers ripped Ben's shirt. 


"Hey!" Ben gasped, arching against him. "That shirt was 
$60." 


Andrew nipped at Ben's lower lip, ripping the shirt the rest 
of the way down 


the seam. He yanked it down and off Ben's shoulders, lust 
coursing furiously through 


him. "You paid too much for it." 
"Says the guy who pays a premium for his blow." 


Anger and shame stabbed at him. Andrew buried his fingers 
in Ben's hair and 


yanked his head back viciously. "Shut the fuck up," he 
panted, licking and sucking 


down Ben's throat. 


Ben cried out, his hands pawing at Andrew's shirt. That 
sound, pained and 


frightened and thick with arousal, only egged Andrew on. 
His hands slid down, 


rubbed at Ben's nipples for a moment, and then the room 
spun. He closed his eyes, 


and his knees trembled. Standing up wasn't going to work 
for much longer. Bedroom. 


He needed to get into the bedroom. Andrew opened his 
eyes, released Ben's hair, and 


pul ed him into their room. He stumbled, tripped, and wound 
up half on the bed, half 


on the floor. 


"Careful," Ben whispered. Gentle hands moved over 
Andrew's body: 


removing shoes, clothing, and touching. By the time Ben 
had him up on the bed, 


naked and sweaty, Andrew was ready to come again. Ben 
Stripped in front of him, the 


room spinning around his brother. "I hate when you get like 
this." 


Andrew laughed, the sound bitter and lost. "You love when | 
get like this." 


There was no response, only Ben crawling onto the bed, his 
naked body 


pressing against Andrew's. The kisses were still just as 
hungry, but with Ben on top, 


more in control, they weren't as vicious. Andrew rocked up 
against Ben. His hands 


clutched at Ben's hips to keep their cocks close as they 
moved against each other. With 


his head swimming with booze, drugs, and need, there were 
no worries to ruin the 


moment for Andrew. He kissed, touched, and wanted, falling 
down the rabbit hole 


and into his brother's arms. 


Ben's slippery hand came between them and stroked 
Andrew from root to tip. 


He groaned and arched his neck. Ben's lips found his throat, 
teased him as his thumb 


swirled around the head of him. Fuck, Ben knew how to 
work him up, and the Ecstasy 


only added to the sensation. He raked his fingers down 
Ben's back, and Ben hissed 


against his ear. Why couldn't they just be together? Why did 
it always have to be so 


complicated? Why the hel couldn't he just turn to Ben and 
say, 'I want to fuck you?’ 


No, it's always, ‘Let's go clubbing,’ the keywords Ben 
needed to know what Andrew 


wanted. . needed. 


A ragged shout left Andrew's lips when Ben sat back on his 
lubed cock, taking 


him in one smooth, perfect movement. Andrew's heart 
raced, and his hips arched up, 


pushed deeper, and his ears were filled with the sound of 
Ben's low, rumbling moan. 


This is what they craved, this moment of connection. No one 
was more fit for them 


than each other. Every dark secret known. Every moment 
Shared. Every sin bared. 


There was nothing he could hide from Ben, and Ben had 
never bothered to hide 


anything from him. Their lives had been entwined since 
conception, and these 


blistering moments of feeling and running and fal ing were 
all they seemed to live for. 


Hidden and sloppy, but they were together without any 
judgment or condemning 


eyes. 


Ben moved against him, and it was like a million touches al 
compounded 


into a single sensation. The tightness and heat gripped him, 
the pleasure ebbing and 


flowing in time with Ben's rhythm. Wave after glorious wave 
hit him in a thousand 


sparks of light and sound. Ben was a glittering mass of 
swirling color above him, 


bright and bril iant. Andrew stared up between breathless 
moans, his sight fil ed with 


the spun gold of Ben's hair, the stormy eyes so like his own. 
Those eyes were fil ed 


with thunder and lightning, and he was helpless against the 
storm. 


It was so much. Too much. It always was when they fucked 
like this. Andrew 


couldn't hold back. The thought didn't even occur to him 
through the drugged haze. 


All there was for him was the heat, the glide of his twin's 
body atop him, and those 


intense eyes boring into him. His own eyes rolled back, his 
vision blurring as light 


flashed in him, through him. 


He wasn't sure if he screamed. His head was full of static, al 
garbled white- 


noise and blurry pictures. He was glowing with pleasure, his 
body trembling, burning, 


so sensitive. He could feel Ben on top of him, not just along 
his trembling skin, but 


with every throbbing cel of his body. It was an energy, 
something he only felt when he 


was flying high or imagining a connection that probably 
wasn't really there. 


It was hard to come back to himself, hard to do anything but 
float, but hands 


were moving over his skin, pulling him back down. Ben. Ben 
was so close, and he 


finally felt his limbs again, heavy and sated. His arms 
twitched back to life, and he held 


Ben against his sticky chest. Sticky? When had Ben come al 
over him? 


Didn't matter. It felt good. Damn good. 


Ben's breath puffed against his throat. Andrew could hear 
the fridge kick on 


in the kitchen, buzzing softly like his head. His thoughts 
swam, mingled, pleasure- 


laden and thick. His hand idly stroked up and down Ben's 
back, and he was content 


for the moment. Nothing but sweat and come and the hum 
of the air conditioner. 


After a while, though, Ben's breathing calmed. The fridge 
kicked off. "Maybe 


next time," Ben murmured, "you can get me off, too." 


Andrew snorted. "You got off. Can feel it all o'er me. Cold 'nd 
clammy." Ben 


rolled off him. Sprawled on the bed, Andrew watched Ben 
clean himself up. "Not 


gonna bring me a washcloth?" 


Ben turned on the sink and wet his toothbrush. "Get it 
yourself." 


Getting up wasn't something Andrew was capable of, and so 
he just rol ed 


over. He could do laundry tomorrow. For now, he just wanted 
to pass out. His head 


was pounding, and his bal s were sore from coming twice in 
one night. He yanked the 


blanket up over his head, sleep a yawning, black abyss 
reaching out for him. Andrew 


didn't fight it. He fell, tumbling head over heels, vaguely 
hearing Ben shut off the 


faucet. 


It wasn't the clattering in the kitchen that woke him. It 
wasn't the smell of 


coffee and bacon. It wasn't even the flavor in his mouth, 
which reminded him of a rug 


after a three day house party. What woke him was the lack 
of warmth beside him. 


Andrew blinked several times, but the light pouring in from 
outside blinded him for a 


moment. He rubbed the sleep from his eyes, and then 
focused on the empty space 


beside him. 
Then his eyes moved over to Ben's hastily made bed. 


Ben hadn't slept with him last night. Christ. When was the 
last time that 


hadn't happened? 


Andrew rolled out of bed, his head pounding, and slunk into 
the bathroom. 


The sound of his razor was like a jackhammer, and the 
Shower was a rushing, 


thunderous sound that made him want to throw up. He was 
getting too old for this 


shit. Two years out of college, and he was still partying like 
he was eighteen. After a 


quick shower, he brushed his teeth. Twice, for good 
measure. He was feeling 


moderately human by the time he stumbled out into the 
main living area. 


Just an old TV, some bookshelves, a worn sofa. A breakfast 
bar and a bistro 


table. It was nothing special. They didn't need anything 
special. They needed cheap. 


Cheap was small, sparse, and outdated. Ben was in the 
kitchen, already showered and 


dressed. He looked like he'd been up for hours already. 
Andrew hated that. Hated how 


easily Ben rebounded from their club nights. 
Then again, Ben didn't drink or do drugs. 


"Good morning, sunshine," Ben said, shoving a plate of 
toast, eggs, and bacon 


across the bar. "| have water and orange juice waiting for 
you, too. You're probably 


dehydrated as hell." 


Andrew hefted himself up on a bar stool. "Thanks." He dug 
into the eggs and 


toast, finishing the orange juice in three gulps. Ben quickly 
refil ed it. "You slept in 


your bed?" 
Ben's eyes darted to his. "Yeah, | did." 
"Why?" 


“Because you're a selfish asshole, and | didn't need to feel 
like shit come 


morning when you shoved me away." Ben turned around, 
pouring himself a cup of 


coffee. "I have to run to the office for a couple hours. Think 
you can take out the trash 


and do some laundry?" 
Andrew sighed. "I can do that." 
"Good." Ben grabbed his briefcase. "I'll be back by lunch." 


Without thinking, Andrew's hand shot out and grabbed Ben's 
wrist. "I don't 


always push you away," he murmured. 


Pain and doubt streaked through Ben's eyes. "I can't 
remember the last time 


you woke up and held me." Ben kissed Andrew's forehead. 
"Try to do the dishes, too." 


Before Andrew could think of something to take away the 
hurt look on his 


twin's face, Ben was gone. Andrew sighed, drinking half his 
water between bites of 


food that fel like lead weights into his stomach. Why was it 
always so difficult? Why 


couldn't he just. . enjoy Ben? Just thinking of the sex they 
shared—that he vaguely 


remembered—brought a flush of shame to his cheeks. Every 
week, he told himself he 


wouldn't do it again. Every week, he swore he wouldn't fuck 
Ben again, and every 


week, they ended up a tangled mess in the sheets. 


And then, the morning after, he would swear that this would 
be the morning 


he told the world to fuck it and just embraced his love for 
Ben. 


Every week, he failed. 


Shame versus guilt. It felt like a never-ending battle 
between the two. Ben was 


his brother, and that was supposed to make what they did 
wrong. But if it was wrong, 


then he would feel a certain righteousness after pushing 
Ben away afterward, right? 


He should feel good about breaking his brother's heart so 
they might not do it again. 


Of course, he never felt that way. All he could feel was dirty 
—not just for fucking his 


brother, but for making that /ook cross Ben's face over and 
over. That look that asked 


Why? Why was he doing this? Why did he pul them close 
only to push them apart? 


There wasn't a good answer to that, only an embarrassing 
one. Andrew was a 


coward. In moments like these, when he was left alone to 
recover from his bender 


himself, he could admit he was chickenshit. Only a coward 
would do this to someone 


they loved. Especially someone like Ben. Ben was 
everything a good man ought to be. 


He was educated, had an amazing job, and took care of 
family. Next to Andrew, Ben 


looked like a fucking saint. 


It was Ben's job in IT that brought home the bacon in their 
measly little 


household. Ben might be a big geek, but he wasn't a 
recluse. He was vivacious, wel - 


liked, and he had a smile that lit up a room. In every way, 
Ben made up for what 


Andrew lacked, from a steady job that paid the bills to a 
spirit that tried to see the best 


in everything. 


What good had he given Ben to focus on? Not just last night, 
but all the other 


weekends. Why should he even leave it at that? Their whole 
lives, he'd been more a 


burden on Ben than anything. Andrew was the eldest by 
seven minutes, and he was 


Supposed to set a good example. Instead, he'd always gone 
against the grain. He'd been 


the outsider who hid under the stairs of his high school 
commons, skipping classes 


and just barely scraping by on his grades so he could get a 
college degree in music. 


Music. His job. Not that it could really be called a job when 
he had no paying 


gigs. He wasn't the best performer, and no one was biting 
with his lyrics. Only way to 


get anything done was open mic nights, and those seemed 
more trouble than they 


were worth. 


Andrew groaned and let his head fall forward to the counter 
next to his empty 


plate. He needed to write, needed to sit down at his 
keyboard and work something 


out. The melodies weren't difficult, but the lyrics were slow 
to form. If he got more 


than two lines out of his muddled head today, it would be a 
goddamn miracle. 


He let the coolness of the counter soothe a bit of the 
throbbing in his head. 


Trash. He had to do the trash and dishes first. It was going 
to be hot outside, and that 


meant by the time he was done with laundry, he'd need 
another shower and another 


meal and there would just be no time for writing. 


Just as wel, he thought as he cautiously pushed himself 
upright again. His 


head didn't spin until he tried to walk around, and the 
thought of drinking a full glass 


of water had him looking toward the bathroom again. 
Laundry seemed daunting, 


overly ambitious in this state, much less writing anything of 
substance. Too much 


inspiration and not enough drive. He promised himself he'd 
write a song tomorrow, 


but the thought just turned his mood even blacker. He knew 
how often he delivered 


on promises. 


The bed dipped beside Andrew, pulling him from the 
pleasant haven of sleep. 


Sleep kept the demons away. Lust and love and need and 
pent up frustration. The 


songs came easier in his sleep, the words plucked 
effortlessly from the ether. Melodies 


wove in and out of his fingertips, the rhythm pounding 
through his body like his 


heartbeat. When the bed shifted again, Andrew lost that 
connection, the songs 


drowning in the darkness of night, replaced by the mundane 
drone of the refrigerator 


and the incessant hum of the air conditioner. A hand 
touched his face, turned his 


head, and then damp, warm lips pressed to his. 


Andrew's eyes opened, and Ben's face—cast in deep 
shadows and still flushed 


from his shower—slowly came into focus. Ben's lips against 
his. Ben's tongue moving 


against his lips, seeking entrance. It was Ben's quiet, 
desperate attempt to capture even 


a moment of intimacy not drenched in booze and drugs. He 
wanted to give Ben that 


intimacy, the songs and safety and love his twin deserved 
for managing to keep him 


alive the last twenty-five years. Andrew tried, parting his 
lips, letting Ben's tongue slip 


inside. The kiss was hesitant, but it didn't take long before 
Ben was tight against 


Andrew's side, soft sounds of need fed into each kiss. There 
was hunger in the hands 


that clutched at him, and Andrew rolled them on the bed, 
pressed Ben into the 


mattress. He took control and smothered Ben with the 
kisses as he rubbed their 


bodies together. 


His heart pounded in his ears, the bass that wove the 
foundation beneath the 


wet cadence of kisses and the dissonance of the bedframe's 
creak. Their moans wound 


in counterpoint, harmonizing until Ben threw his head back 
with staccato cry. The 


timbre of the night changed, discordant sounds bombarding 
Andrew. He shook his 


head, trying to rid himself of the uncertainty, but all he 
heard was the toilet rushing as 


it filled and the obscene creak of the bedframe as he rutted 
with his own brother on 


the sheets their mother had given him for Christmas. As Ben 
drew him closer, hips 


arching eagerly, an agonized shout left Andrew's throat. He 
pulled away and stumbled 


from the bed as what arousal he felt drained out of him. 


Sprawled on the floor, naked with pre-come smeared along 
his skin, Andrew 


looked up at Ben's shocked face. The shock bled to such 
hurt as Ben's gaze shattered 


into a thousand pieces. In the shadows of their bedroom, 
with no moon to lend any 


light, the blue of Ben's eyes was nothing but the darkest of 
coal, glittering with tears. 


Andrew tried to find the words, tried to go back to where 
there was nothing but the 


driving pulse of need and love, but it was lost to him. Just 
like the music. Just like the 


words. There was nothing he could give to Ben, no excuse 
that could heal the hurt 


shining in eyes that begged him for things he couldn't even 
name. Everything 


thrummed in that moment, their eyes locked, unspoken 
needs and wants vibrating in 


the air between them. Andrew teetered on the edge of the 
moment, stared down into 


the black chasm seemed to deepen the longer he remained 
Silent. 


The air conditioner clicked off, plunging the night into utter 
silence, and 


finally, Ben blinked, looked away. Andrew's heart ached in 
his chest. How could the 


one person he loved so much, the one person who 
understood him, be the one person 


he couldn't let himself be with fully? Round and round they 
went, night after night, 


year after year, and nothing changed. Nothing. "Ben," he 
choked out. 


"No." Ben's voice was so quiet, so tired. "No more." He 
sighed and raked his 


fingers through his blond hair. "I know what you'll say. | 
know the excuses, Andrew. 


I've heard them for years. | thought I could be happy with 
the angry sex. The drunk 


sex. The drugged sex. | thought | could find happiness in 
whatever you gave me." He 


turned to look at Andrew again, his cheeks damp. "But | 
can't be. I've been waiting for 


you all this time, hoping. . always hoping. . but that isn't 
living. | need to live." 


Anger, hot and thick, fil ed Andrew, and he managed to get 
to his feet. "What 


the hel are you talking about?" 
"Are you happy?" 


"No, but that isn't your fault," Andrew said as shame roiled 
inside, unable to 


look at Ben. 


"Make love to me, Andrew." Ben held out his hand. "Come to 
bed, make love 


to me. Kiss me. Hold me." 


Andrew stared at Ben's hand, and he wanted to take it. He 
wanted to crawl 


into bed, kiss Ben, press him to the sheets, slide into his 
body, love him utterly, but as 


the thoughts sent tendrils of arousal through him, guilt 
choked the life out of it. 


"Ben. a 


Ben's hand fel to the bed. "I didn't think so." The anguish in 
those words tore 


Andrew's heart to shreds. The scars he'd thought forgotten 
bled for his twin. "If you 


can't give me what | need, | have to find someone who can." 
"What does that mean?" 


"It means," Ben sighed, standing up and reaching for his 
jeans, "that I'm going 


to find a boyfriend. I'm going to live instead of hope." 


Andrew grabbed Ben's arm, gripped it until his hand hurt. 
"Don't," he 


whispered. "Don't do this." 


"| have to." Ben's throat worked against whatever sound it 
wanted to issue. 


"What the fuck do you want from me?" Andrew gave Ben a 
little shake. "What 


am | supposed to do, Ben?" 


"| want you to love me." 


Andrew let go of Ben and threw his hands up. "I do!" 


"I want you to be my lover. | want what we see every other 
couple have." 


"We can't! You're my brother!" 


Ben smiled. It was a sad, defeated smile. "I made my peace 
with that a long 


time ago." 


Ben left the room, left Andrew standing in the darkness 
without any music. 


The quiet click of the front door told him Ben had even left 
the apartment. Silence. 


Silence filled Andrew's ears, his mind, and even drowned out 
the sound of his own 


heartbeat. It was nothingness, a demand Andrew didn't 
think he could ever meet, and 


mingled with the shame and guilt and anger was the fear 
that he'd just lost Ben. His 


lifeline. His brother. His twin. The tie that had bound them, 
always tenuous and 


fragile, Snapping in that void of silence and nothing, and 
Andrew staggered under its 


weight. 


Andrew couldn't sleep. He never slept well after a fight with 
Ben. A few shots 


of vodka hadn't calmed him down or made sleep easier. One 
look at his smal heroin 


kit had been enough for him to stash it back in the closet 
with an angry shove. Sure, 


the heroin would take him away from al this bul shit, but 
wasn't that the very thing 


Ben hated about him? Ben hated the drugs, hated that he 
spent most of their extra 


cash to buy them for their weekends, when he could cut 
loose and fly high enough to 


fuck Ben without thinking. It wasn't Ben's fault he had hang- 
ups, but dammit, how 


could Ben blame him? They were brothers—twins—and 
there wasn't exactly any way 


of getting around that. 


Fuck trying to sleep. He wouldn't fall back into the musical 
dreams of his 


subconscious at this rate. He pulled on a pair of boxers and 
stalked out into the living 


room. He left the lights off. Emo? Yeah, but he didn't give a 
fuck. If he was going to 


ride out the rest of the night in a bad mood, he was going to 
make the best of it. Or, at 


the very least, make the worst of it work for him. If Ben 
made it so the music wouldn't 


come back to him, then he'd find the tunes on his own, the 
hard way. It only took a 


minute to set up his keyboard and pull out his blank pads of 
lined music paper. He lit 


a single candle to see by, setting it in a glass holder so it 
wouldn't bleed all over his 


keyboard. 


The electric hum of his keyboard was usually a soothing 
thing, but tonight, it 


just felt like that palpable charge in the air before a fight. 
That's what this was, wasn't 


it? A fight over what he could and couldn't do. What he 
could and couldn't handle. 


Who was Ben to dictate what he was supposed to do and 
where their relationship was 


Supposed to go? Who decided Ben's pace was the end all, 
be al ? No one, he told 


himself, but his inner voice wasn't kind and added, but he 
deserves better than the 


shitty treatment he gets from you. 


It wasn't that shitty. It wasn't. He had his issues, but he was 
trying to work 


through them. He'd been trying for a long time. His hands 
trailed lightly over the keys 


of his keyboard. He needed a beat, someplace to start. 
Usually, he had the melody first, 


but the music was being stubborn as hell. So, it was back to 
the basics. Reaching up, he 


switched the setting on the keys so the lower half of the 
keyboard gave him percussion 


sounds instead of notes. He tapped a few keys, setting a 
rhythm. Doon tut doo-doon 


tut tut. No. No, it was too fast. This wasn't a fucking nn-tss 
nn-tss techno song. This 


song was deeper, slower, and it had to start subtly. It 
wouldn't match what he was 


feeling, what he was thinking, unless he slowed it down and 
took his time. 


Andrew breathed in, held still fora moment, and then 
exhaled slowly. 


Listening to his own heartbeat, he started tapping against 
his thighs. Doon doon doon 


tut doo-doon doon tut. There it was. That was it, slow but 
driving. He barely had to 


look to set the beat into his keyboard, letting the program 
repeat it for him ina 


standard 4/4 time. 


Things with Ben had started simply. They'd always been 
opposites, so much 


so that most people assumed they weren't related. Maybe it 
was that kind of treatment 


that had made it seem all right to Ben. They were close, 
way closer than their parents 


had ever expected with how many stupid fights they started 
with one another. Always 


superficial shit, though. If anyone had looked deeper, they 
would have seen how much 


they'd always loved one another. 


Deeper than the surface. They'd always talked with one 
another, but Ben had 


started holding back. When he'd cornered Ben to force the 
secrets out of him one 


rainy night, he'd ended up with his arms and mouth ful of 
his twin. The kiss had 


taken him by surprise, and even if it was sloppy and 
inexperienced, it had been so 


sweet, so passionate and frightened. The tiny, random 
thoughts he'd had as he'd 


discovered sex and pleasure had suddenly been justified. 
Ben had told him it was all 


right, that no one would know, that no one needed to know, 
and he'd trusted Ben. 


The beat rolled out of his keyboard now, layered with 
various cymbals, and he 


let it loop over and over as he switched back to the notes on 
the keys. It was there in 


his mind, the bass line, and he started with a single note. 
There were so many ways to 


take the note, so many chords that could be built from it. He 
didn't have the tune in 


his mind yet, so he had to experiment. Major, minor, 
suspended, augmented, seventh, 


ninth, somewhere amidst the possibilities was the chord he 
needed, the chord with the 


right tone, the right emotion. 


He'd had a million different reactions in his mind back then, 
following that 


first passionate encounter with Ben. In the end, shame had 
won out. He hadn't spoken 


to Ben for nearly a week following that first time, and 
looking back, he knew it had 


almost broken Ben's heart. He'd seen the pain in Ben's eyes, 
seen the hurt his silence 


and withdrawal had caused. It had brought him back to Ben 
before long, and he'd 


tried to explain himself. Such a waste of time. He could 
never explain himself when it 


mattered most, never find the words, but he'd made sure 
Ben at least knew he still 


loved him and always would. 


His hands fell into the chords, repeating them with the beat 
as it cycled out of 


his keyboard's speakers. How many times had he fucked up 
and tried to comfort Ben? 


Over the years, it had to have been thousands of times he'd 
backpedaled and wiggled 


out of Ben's advances to the old tune of 'I love you, but it 
was a mistake’. Each refrain 


only hurt Ben more, and he'd told himself it was for the 
best. . until he ended up with 


his tongue entangled with Ben's again, his hand pushing 
into his brother's jeans 


behind the sports equipment shed. After school, the air thick 
with humidity, and their 


bodies already sweaty from their last period P.E. class. He'd 
been the one to pull Ben 


back behind the shed after they'd volunteered to put the 
last of the equipment away. 


He'd been the one to pin Ben against the wood and metal 
and suck him off. He'd been 


the first to apologize afterward, too. The pleasure had 
melted off Ben's face in the heat, 


replaced with sadness just as the humidity broke and the 
rain cut off their words with 


a downpour. 


More notes, discordant and harsh, and he growled as he 
shoved away from the 


keyboard, the beat continuing on without him. It was wrong, 
al wrong, just like his 


pathetic excuses to Ben over the years. Stolen moments 
behind that shed, and then the 


hazy summers in their first apartment, where the heat had 
been so bad they'd gone 


around naked with al the fans at ful blast so they could save 
a few bucks on the 


power bill. Why had they even moved out together? After al 
the pain he'd caused, 


why didn't they just go their separate ways? He stared into 
the single candle flame on 


his keyboard, slowly inching back to the keys. Maybe it was 
like his music. He couldn't 


stay away, couldn't let go, no matter how angry he got, no 
matter how many times he 


felt ashamed for his shortcomings, it was safe. It was home. 


He began again with the chords, his little changes making 
things sound better. 


Yes. The music was home, just like Ben was home. They'd 
moved out together, lived 


together, and that's when they'd finally felt free enough to 
go to the gay clubs. A little 


experimentation on their parts in high school was nothing 
compared to the freedom 


of col ege. The instant he had realized no one in the clubs 
could tel they were 


brothers, he'd done a line of ketamine and fucked Ben in the 
bathroom. It had been 


the tip of the iceberg, and he'd driven himself deeper and 
deeper, drowning himself in 


liquor or drugs just to convince himself he was fucked up 
enough for it to take his 


choice away. If he was out of it, then he didn't have to take 
responsibility for fucking 


his twin, right? 


His hands stopped on the keys, the chords sustained by the 
pedal he pushed 


with his bare foot. God, he was pathetic. All this time, he'd 
made the same excuses. It 


was after that first fuck in the club that he'd promised to do 
better, to work through 


things so he could come to terms with loving and wanting 
Ben. They'd been intimate 


on and off since they were old enough to jerk off in their 
bedroom, and yet he was still 


ashamed and told Ben the same story: he was working on it, 
that Ben just had to be 


patient. It was all bul shit, all just one big cop-out after 
another. 


Andrew's foot let up on the pedal. He stared at the keys as 
he played the 


chords one more time, adding a last sequence with a 
sudden burst of determination. It 


couldn't end like that, of course. It was only half complete, 
but it was a start. He'd hear 


the rest of it in his dreams, but to get his dreams back, he'd 
have to talk to Ben. Really 


talk this time, the way Ben deserved. It was time he took 
responsibility instead of just 


saying he was sorry. 


He'd hurt Ben over and over, and his twin deserved better. 
Ben deserved 


someone who would take care of him and love him without 
reservations, and right 


now that just wasn't him at all. A new kind of shame formed 
in the pit of his belly as 


he grabbed his paper and pencil. He hastily wrote down the 
chords he'd played. Those 


were easy enough to draw on the lines. The pattern of the 
percussion was next, still 


repeating from his speakers. Ben deserved the love of his 
life, but Andrew couldn't let 


Ben go. He couldn't let him play the field. Most of all, he just 
couldn't let that love to 


end al other loves be someone other than him. Selfish as it 
was, he wasn't going to let 


Ben go without a fight. 


With the beginnings of a new song down on paper, he shut 
off his keyboard, 


plunging the apartment back into silence. Well, it might 
have been silence to anyone 


else. Andrew could stil hear the song, slowly taking shape. 
He knew better than to 


confront Ben as soon as Ben got back, so he'd have to wait 
until morning. With a 


Spark of determination lighting him up from the inside, he 
leaned over and blew out 


the candle, letting the darkness settle around him. 


"You didn't come back last night." Andrew looked at Ben 
over the bar 


separating the kitchen from the living room. "I missed you." 


Ben rinsed one of the lunch plates and set it in the dish 
drain. "Did you? I'm 


Surprised you even noticed my absence." 


The words stung, and Andrew shifted on the bar stool. 
"Don't say that," he 


murmured. "I always notice when you aren't around." 


"| didn't want to be around you. | was angry." Ben turned off 
the water. "I'm 


still angry, but | hate being angry with you for long. Plus, 
this is my home, too." 


Andrew watched Ben leave the kitchen, and as Ben walked 
by, Andrew 


reached out and grabbed his wrist. "Ben. Come on." He 
frowned. "I'm sorry." 


Ben shook his head. "That's the problem, Andrew. You're 
always sorry. Well, | 


can't spend the rest of my time living between sorries. I've 
lived between them for too 


long already." 
"Don't say that." 


"| have! | moved across the country hoping this place— 
where no one fucking 


knew us—would let you unwind a little. That it would make 
us easier. But it hasn't." 


Ben pulled his wrist out of Andrew's grip. "It's just as bad as 
before, maybe worse." 


Andrew slid from the seat. "Ben, I'm sorry. Please, believe 
me. You're. . you're 


my brother. My twin. There isn't much closer than that. | 
know it's hard for us, and | 


know | don't make it any easier, but. . but this is us. I'm 
trying. I'm really trying to get 


over myself, but that takes time." 


“How much time?" Ben hugged himself. "We're almost 
twenty-five. Twenty- 


five. That's eleven years since we fucked the first time. If 
you haven't gotten over 


yourself by now, it's never going to happen." 
"Hey, it wasn't my idea to kiss. To have sex." 


Ben's eyes narrowed, and hurt sparked through them. 
"Don't say that. Don't 


you dare make my misery all my own. Don't you dare turn it 
al into me pushing you 


into something you didn't want. You could have said no. You 
could have pushed me 


away when we were fourteen, but you didn't. Own that, you 
ass. | own my part in it all, 


and it's about damn time you did, too." 
Andrew swal owed against the lump in his throat. "I'm sor—" 


"You say you're sorry one more time, and l'm moving out 
today!" 


Andrew flinched. Ben never shouted, and to hear it now 
broke his heart. "I 


don't know what other words to use," he said thickly. "I am 
sorry. l'm a fucking mess, 


Ben! | know | am. | also Know I'd be an even bigger mess 
without you." 


"What are you talking about?" 


Andrew threw his arms up. "If it weren't for you, Christ, | 
think I'd be dead. 


Dead or homeless or. . or something not pleasant. You were 
the one who stood up to 


Mom and Dad about my songwriting. You were the one who 
convinced me to go to 


college, even if | didn't think the degree would help 
anything. It was you who pul ed 


me out of that piece of shit apartment senior year, cleaned 
me up, and got me back on 


track! | get it! | get that | would be six feet under, but, fuck, 
Ben, us. . us is hard. | 


think everything will be cool, that out here, | can be your 
lover and not worry about 


anything, but then the morning after | feel like shit. Like shit 
for fucking you, like shit 


for pushing you away, like shit for not being more than | am. 
| don't have any other 


words for that but /'m sorry. You love me more than | love 
myself, and | don't know 


what to do with that." 


Ben licked his lips and looked away. "I'm not kicking you out 
of the 


apartment," he said, his voice soft and deep. "It's your 
apartment, too. | love you. 


You're my brother and nothing will change that. I'll still look 
out for you. I'l still make 


Sure you aren't starving or killing yourself, but. ." He looked 
up, eyes wet. "But | have 


to move on. | have to let someone else in. Our ups and 
downs are killing me. | need 


Stability. | need to be loved completely and utterly, Andrew, 
and | deserve to be loved 


like that." 
"Ben—" 


"No more promises. No more sorries. Just. . no more." Ben 
swiped at his 


cheeks. "It's over." He darted forward and kissed Andrew— 
briefly, softly—and then 


stepped back. "I love you, but it's over." 


Andrew watched Ben grab his coat and briefcase. Words 
stuck in his throat. 


All the words he should have said years ago. All the words 
he knew Ben needed hear. 


It was too late. Ben stepped out into the heat and humidity, 
the door clicking softly 


behind him. The apartment was silent. Andrew hated 
silence. Silence marked the 


death of something, and he waited to hear the death bel 
toll, but only silence filled his 


ears. There was no music, no sound, nothing to move him. It 
was over. 


The club was teeming with life, pulsing and throbbing al 
around Andrew. 


But, for him, it was like the whole world had collapsed 
around him, piling up debris 


that blocked out al light and sound and everything worth 
smiling for. He'd taken up 


his usual place at the club, leaning against the balcony of 
the second story to look 


down over the writhing crowd below. There were flashing 
strobe lights and lasers 


making patterns through the smoke, but to him, they'd lost 
their color. Everything was 


bland. The same music, the same crowd, the same 
surroundings. Only one thing had 


actually changed, and it was the knowledge that his brother 
wasn't going to join him. 


Ben was down on the dance floor, and he could have been 
made of sparkling 


gold and glittering sapphires with the way heads turned to 
fol ow him. Ben was 


probably oblivious to the attention, but from his perch, 
Andrew could see everything. 


Every last fucking depressing detail. 


Ben had gotten glitzed up for tonight; he'd made a special 
effort, and Andrew 


just knew it was going to pay off. His twin was fucking 
gorgeous without any help, and 


the extra time Ben had spent on his appearance just made 
the men flock to him. It was 


like a fresh piece of meat being dangled above a room ful of 
circling wildcats. Sooner 


or later, someone was going to pounce. The thought made 
Andrew's mood even 


blacker, and he threw back a shot of Everclear. He wanted 
to get drunk. He wanted to 


forget the mess his life had become. 
"Hey there, rainy skies." 


Andrew wanted to be left the fuck alone. He glanced darkly 
over his shoulder 


fora moment, and then looked at the dance floor again, 
fully intending to ignore the 


twink of a guy next to him. Probably high on something. The 
guy was far too friendly 


for his own good. 


"Aww, not even a hello?" The man didn't sound deterred in 
the slightest. "You 


might be the little black raincloud hovering under the honey 
tree, but | bet | could put 


a smile on your face, if you let me." 


Andrew practically growled. He didn't want a damn pick-me- 
up; he wanted 


Ben. He wondered if Ben could possibly feel the heat coming 
from his gaze. An itch 


on his back, maybe? Something that would make him brush 
off the two men who 


were getting real y friendly with him on the dance floor. 
Movement caught Andrew's 


eye at the corner of his vision, and he glanced over to see 
the twink moving in close, 


looking down at the crowd with him. Not just next to him, 
but with him. 


"Mmm. . pretty-boy down there yours?" The twink turned 
away from the 


railing and leaned back against it, trying to catch his eye. 
Andrew gave in and met the 


gaze, his own eyes filled with annoyance. The young, brunet 
man wasn't unattractive. 


Hell, he even had really nice green eyes—green that he 
could see in the club lighting, 


which was kind of impressive. But, no matter how cute the 
guy was, his endless cheer 


just made him want to smack the smile off his face and 
have another shot of hard 


liquor. A brown eyebrow was arched at him. "Or maybe he 
was, and you're both 


available now? Well, Golden Boy down there isn't my type. If 
you feel like trading the 


‘fuck you' sign off your forehead for a pair of wings, I'll hook 
you up." A grin curved 


his lips as he looked Andrew up and down. "And more, if you 
like." 


Andrew was so shocked at the blatant offer that he didn't 
manage to geta 


word in before the twink pushed off the railing and was 
absorbed by the crowd. It was 


like a spark of color followed him, lost to shades of gray 
Surrounding Andrew as he 


shook his head and returned to his drinking. He didn't need 
a twink for the evening. 


What he needed was right down there on the dance floor. 
Dancing with someone else. 


He pushed away from the railing and went back to the 
upstairs bar. Once there, he 


ordered another shot of Everclear. The alcohol did nothing to 
push out the need 


thundering through him. This night wasn't like all the others. 
Tonight, Ben wouldn't 


go home with him. 


Ben. It al came down to Ben. It didn't matter that he was at 
a club, half- 


drunk, and eager to let loose. It didn't matter he had the 
perfect opportunity to do that 


with the twink. All that mattered to him was Ben's body 
swaying on the dance floor 


with someone not him. Ben kissing someone else's lips. Ben 
fucking some guy who 


didn't know al of Ben wants and needs and dreams. He did, 
damn it. He ordered 


another shot of Everclear, the alcohol burning, making his 
gut churn and head spin. 


Well, if he was too damned fucked up for even Ben, then 
he'd find someone else. If he 


let Ben go like Ben wanted, maybe he'd scrape himself off 
the floor. Work more. Get 


his own place. Maybe this was just what he needed. The 
kick in the ass he'd been 


waiting for. 


It was a lie, just like everything else he'd been telling 
himself for years, but he 


held tightly to this one. He grabbed two more shots and set 
off through the throng of 


people looking for the green-eyed twink. It didn't take him 
long, and luckily, the guy 


hadn't moved on yet. He was on one of the leather sofas 
that littered the upstairs of the 


club, lounging like a cat in the sunlight. Andrew stopped in 
front of him and held out 


one of the shots. 


The twink smiled at him. "Thank you." He held up the glass 
in a silent toast, 


and then kicked it back with Andrew. He coughed, tossing 
the plastic shot glass to the 


nearest table. "Fuck, rainy skies, you usually drink jet fuel?" 


Andrew laughed, tossing his shot glass away, too. "When 
you want to forget, 


jet fuel's the best." 


"What else helps you forget?" the twink asked, his hand 
sliding down his own 


body. Definitely high on something. 


"Was hoping maybe you." Andrew sat beside the twink. "If 
you're game." 


The twink slithered over to Andrew and straddled him right 
there on the sofa. 


"Oh, rainy skies, I'm very game." 
Andrew gripped the twink's hips. "What's your name?" 
"Josh. Yours?" 


"Andrew." He slid his hands up Josh's back, and then down 
over his ass. "How 


old are you, Josh?" 


Josh laughed, that drunken, high laugh Andrew knew too 
well. "Nineteen. 


Regret giving me that shot now?" 


"Nope." Hell, he was pretty sure Josh had done the rounds 
and managed quite 


a number of free, illegal drinks before he happened upon 
him. "You have somewhere 


to be tonight?" 


"Yeah," Josh moaned, rolling his hips against him. "Wherever 
you are." 


Andrew smirked. "Good answer, Josh." The alcohol swirled in 
his head and 


made everything move just a little slower. "What do you 
have on you?" 


"Special K, baby." Josh leaned in and kissed him, sloppy and 
wet. "You?" 


"X." Andrew moaned as Josh's mouth moved down his 
throat. "Give a little, 


get a little. How does that sound to you?" 


Josh al but purred against his throat. "Sounds fucking 
fantastic." 


Andrew squirmed a bit and pulled his cellphone from his 
pocket, along with 


the baggie containing a couple hits of Ecstasy. He opened 
the baggie, took one out, 


and grinned. "Open up." He placed the pill on Josh's tongue, 
and then popped one 


himself before dialing the cab company he kept on his cell. 
"By the time we get back to 


your place—" 


"We'll be rolling nicely." Josh grinned. "Can't wait, rainy 
Skies." 


They made out for the better part of ten minutes while they 
waited for the 


cab, and then making their way to the club's entrance. By 
the time they were slapped 


by the merciless heat of the Atlanta summer, the Ecstasy 
was beginning to take effect. 


The streetlights were blurring, and Andrew knew it wasn't 
just the humidity. It was 


like the night surrounding them was licking at his skin, 
teasing him, beckoning him 


onward. 


The cab ride was quick and painless, especially with Josh 
literally in his lap the 


entire way. He kind of liked the twink there. It kept him 
focused, kept his mind on the 


face in front of him instead of the face he'd left behind in 
the club. Josh was distracting 


as all hel , demanding every instant of his attention, and 
Andrew liked it that way. 


Fuck Ben. Fuck the whole fucking situation. All he needed 
was a great fuck, someone 


to take him away, and Josh certainly was the ticket. 


They practically stumbled from the cab, the Ecstasy making 
the entire world 


dance around Andrew's senses. Josh danced right along with 
him, laughing and 


pul ing him up a flight of stairs and into some no name 
apartment complex. The 


jingling of Josh's keys was like music to Andrew's ears, and 
he sighed through smiling 


lips, listening to the music. Ben had taken away that music, 
but Josh was giving it 


back. It didn't matter that it wasn't the same, that the 
chords weren't perfect. All that 


mattered was he had his arms full of eager, drugged-up 
twink once the door was 


locked behind them. 


Andrew made quick work of his shirt and Josh's, and fuck if 
the sensation of 


his lips against Josh's collarbones and chest didn't make the 
kid purr like a kitten. The 


sound vibrated through him like a tuning rod pressed to his 
temple. It almost 


drowned out the voice in his head that whispered, This 
wasn't what you want. 


"Oh, rainy skies, just like that." It took the words a few extra 
seconds to filter 


down into Andrew's head. He responded by nipping and 
sucking at one of the twink's 


nipples, earning him a high-pitched cry. The skin beneath his 
lips was goosebumped, 


sensitive, and the nipple had been pierced with a tiny barbel 
. It wasn't right, wasn't 


the same. Josh's skin was too pale, his body too willowy. 
Nice and soft against his 


fingertips and lips, but he needed more. When a hand 
slithered its way down to his 


groin, he moaned and tried not to frown. His own 
movements were a little too 


sluggish and drunken to stop Josh, and the pout that swirled 
in his vision was joined 


by a soft whine. "Not even half-mast for me?" 


"I'm a little slow," Andrew reasoned with what he hoped was 
more of a goofy 


grin than an embarrassed grimace. "I'll satisfy, though. 
Promise." 


Josh's green eyes glittered in the low light of the one lamp 
they'd flicked on as 


they came in. "I'm sure you will. Just relax," he chuckled. 
"I'm good at this part." 


Josh pulled Andrew past the main part of the studio 
apartment and through a 


curtain of beads separating the alcove with his bed. The 
beads sang against his skin, 


made him moan and shiver, and the sheets and pillows on 
the bed were soft as hel . 


Microfiber, suede, and a soft one that tickled against his skin 
in the most incredible 


way. "Fucking hell, your bed's a kitty-flipper's paradise. Even 
smel s amazing." 


"Meow," Josh giggled, pushing Andrew's pants and 
underwear down and off. 


"Feels best naked." 


When Andrew's nude body returned to the bed, he 
shuddered and grinned. 


His hands flailed lazily against the textures, basking in the 
amazing scent that he 


didn't bother trying to identify. "God, yeah. ." 


Andrew closed his eyes, imagining how much he'd love to 
share these 


sensations with Ben. Even in the midst of rol ing ina 
stranger's apartment, his 


thoughts turned back to his brother. He couldn't help it. If he 
could convince Ben to 


take Ecstasy, then this is what he'd show him. Scent, 
texture, the swirling lights, and 


the taste of salty skin on his tongue. The thought of kissing 
Ben right then made him 


moan, and when Josh's mouth licked up the length of him, 
his body had no problem 


responding. The licks tingled and jolted through him, and for 
just a second, he 


replaced green eyes with blue-gray, switched out honey 
brown hair for sun-kissed 


blond. If he let his mind wander, he could even hear his 
brother's deeper voice, and it 


did wonders for his erection. 


Josh sucked him with enthusiasm, and Andrew felt no need 
to tell him about 


his wandering thoughts. Was it wrong to want Ben while he 
was with Josh? Yeah, 


probably, but the twink was using him for drugs and sex, 
too, so what he didn't know 


couldn't hurt him. It felt too good to make Josh stop, and the 
Ecstasy just made the 


decisions so easy for him. Stay. Enjoy. Easy. 


A cold piece of glass pressed against his lips and cheek, 
startling him through 


the haze. Laughter filtered through the fuzz that seemed to 
keep the sounds from his 


ears. He opened his eyes to see Josh's smiling face above 
him surrounded by 


multicolored lights that slowly shifted around him. A lazy 
glance to the side revealed 


one of those cheap party lights you could buy in Spencer's. 


"Nice, isn't it?" Josh asked, rubbing the soft, shaved skin of 
his groin against 


Andrew's leg. When had Josh taken off the rest of his 
clothes? When had he turned 


that light on? The questions fizzled out of his mind just as 
quickly as they'd appeared, 


and he grinned up at Josh. "Here. Inhale and the fun really 
begins." 


The glass was back at his nose, and he pushed himself up 
enough to steady 


himself with one forearm, the other hand reaching for the 
bottle. He looked inside and 


shook his head. Too much ketamine for a single dose to take 
all on his own. Was the 


twink fucking crazy? He sat up the rest of the way and 
tapped a little bump of powder 


onto his hand as the lights swirled over his skin. "Don't need 
too much with the X," he 


mumbled before handing the little bottle back to Josh. He 
brought his nose to his hand 


and pinched his other nostril as he snorted. He let his head 
move back and shook it a 


little, rubbing at his nose as he sniffed a few more times. He 
distantly heard Josh 


inhale his own dose. 


Josh fel into his arms, a giggling mass, and he ignored that 
slight edge to it 


that was almost manic. It was just the ketamine. He rolled 
Josh over, kissing him 


Sloppily, his body hard, willing. Once he'd thought of Ben, 
staying hard was easy, and 


he grinned into the kisses as his blood rushed. His heart 
pounded, his head spun, and 


he joined in Josh's crazy laughter. He barely had the 
wherewithal to fumble for a 


condom, to grab the lube. Nothing mattered. Everything 
mattered. 


The moment his cock sank into Josh's ass and sensation 
exploded through 


every sense he had, his world expanded beyond him, 
beyond Ben, beyond life itself. It 


was pleasure and heat and grief and love and failure all 
rolled into one. Sweat slid 


sensually down his back, his hips snapped forward almost 
viciously, and Josh's cries 


rang in his ears. Andrew ran. He ran within himself, away 
from himself, lost himself 


in the haze and the fucking and the twinkling lights that 
promised him oblivion. 


The cab ride from Josh's apartment to his own was too long. 
Or maybe it 


wasn't long enough. Andrew's head spun unpleasantly now. 
His stomach soured, and 


the lights they passed only made it all worse. Andrew closed 
his eyes and let his head 


fall back against the seat. Fuck. Every muscle ached. How 
long had he fucked Josh? He 


didn't know. He hadn't looked at the clock when they'd left 
the club, but he'd looked as 


Josh politely—but insistently—ushered him from his 
apartment. They'd fucked, they 


were coming down, it was time for Andrew to be on his way. 
Four o'clock in the 


morning. They had to have fucked for hours. 


And now he was fal ing. The high lost. Now he was doing 
that walk of shame 


back to his apartment alone. Shame. He almost laughed. 
Hadn't he told Ben that was 


one of the reasons he kept freezing up? He felt ashamed for 
fucking his twin. Now, 


driving home from a one night stand he hardly remembered, 
he felt worse. The shame 


was black, stifling, playing out discordant notes in his head. 
Andrew squeezed his eyes 


shut and bowed his head. His skin crawled. He needed a 
shower. Maybe he could wash 


it all away. Let it swirl down the drain and out of his life. 


The cab pul ed over, and Andrew looked up. Oh, yeah, 
home. He couldn't 


keep driving around all night. The cab fare was already 
crazy, and he handed the 


driver his credit card. Well, it was in his name, but Ben paid 
the balance. Tears stung 


his eyes as he took the card back and stepped out of the 
cab. Ben always paid the price 


for Andrew's actions. The filth of a quick fuck mingled like 
sludge with the guilt of 


being a burden. Christ, he'd never amount to anything. The 
music was fickle, the bills 


high, and Ben was moving on. Andrew couldn't be the party 
boy forever, fucking and 


sucking and rolling and blowing for the rest of his life. One 
day, he was sure, Ben 


wouldn't be there to pick up the mess he made, and then 
what? 


Then he would come face to face with how empty his life 
was without his 


twin. Halfway to the house, he had to pause, his gut 
knotting painfully. He was going 


to die. Andrew, in that moment, had a chilling moment of 
certainty. He was going to 


die if Ben found someone else and left him behind. He 
would slowly kill himself. 


Booze, drugs, nameless and faceless men, and just one slip 
up where a condom was 


forgotten. . His stomach clenched, and he braced himself 
against the lamppost as he 


threw up the meager contents of his stomach. He was a 
selfish son-of-a-bitch, and he 


didn't want to die. He didn't want to give Ben up! Tears were 
hot on his cheeks as he 


spit into the grass, the sour-sweet smel of his vomit wafting 
up to him in the heat of 


the night. 


Rather than accept the love he had with Ben, he pushed 
Ben away and 


replaced him with a mindless, emotionless fuck. Disgust 
moved through him, 


accompanied by another wave of nausea. God, he was sick. 
A sick, pathetic man who 


had everything he'd ever dreamed of, but balked at the 
package it was being offered in. 


Ben loved him. He loved Ben. They'd been in love for over a 
decade now. All the 


choices made, the path walked, and now there was that fork 
in the road. He could 


continue until he was six feet under, or he could take the 
other turn, walk the road 


with Ben freely, loving without the guilt and fear. Oh, it 
seemed so simple, just a step 


to the right instead of the left, but his feet dragged. 


Andrew mounted the stairs, trudging up from the courtyard 
into the 


breezeway of the apartment building. His fingers fumbled 
with the keys, but the door 


opened without them. Ben stood in the doorway, il uminated 
by what have to be every 


light in their apartment. Andrew blinked, his throat raw, 
body sore, and head 


pounding. "Ben?" 


Anger streaked through Ben's eyes. "Where the fuck have 
you been?" 


Andrew al but recoiled from the harsh sound, the light 
Surrounding Ben's 


figure nearly blinding him. "Out," he rasped, a bit of his own 
anger sparking at Ben's 


tone. Who'd told Ben to wait up for him? He certainly hadn't. 
He pushed his way 


forward, keeping his eyes closed a few extra seconds as he 
shoved past Ben into the 


too-bright apartment. The slam of the door behind him 
might as wel have been an 


atom bomb being dropped next to his head, and he reached 
out to steady himself 


against the back of the sofa. 


"What do you mean, out?" Ben was close again, spinning 
him around, but the 


vision of Ben's face swirling into view just made another 
wave of nausea roil through 


his gut. Ben's voice pounded into his skull, those bright eyes 
glaring daggers at him. 


"I've been going out of my fucking mind! You weren't here 
when I got back. You didn't 


even leave a message on the machine. | thought something 
terrible had happened! You 


were gone, and what the fuck were you thinking?" 


What was he thinking? As if Ben didn't know! That spark of 
anger inside 


quickly flared to a raging blaze, and he shoved Ben back 
with al his drunken strength. 


"I was doing exactly what you to/d me to do!" he spat. 
"We're over. You said it yourself. 


We're over and we move on. | was out, dammit! | was trying 
to move on like you 


fucking said." 


Ben flinched, but those eyes narrowed at him again. "What 
did you take? Who 


were you w—" 


"No," Andrew interrupted with a growl, pushing at Ben the 
instant he tried to 


move closer. "No, Ben. You don't get to question me. You 
don't get to ask how | spent 


my night. You don't get to ask who | was with like you're my 
fucking keeper. If we're 


moving on, then it's none of your damn business, just like 
it's none of mine who 


fucked you tonight." 


It was Ben's turn to recoil. The movement gave Andrew a 
sick sense of 


satisfaction right before self-disgust crept in. He hadn't 
spoken to Ben like this since 


they were teenagers. Stupid fights about stupid things so 
long ago, but this was 


different. They weren't going to make up from this fight. 
There was no going back. 


Ben had taken time away from him. There was no more 
ticking time bomb. It just 


went off without warning. 


Andrew stepped menacingly forward, bracing himself on 
both of Ben's 


shoulders, holding him captive. "You wanna know what | was 
up to?" he asked with 


deceptive softness, volume only slowly creeping into his 
words. "I went on a bender 


with a teenager who had some Special K he was willing to 
Share, and | fucked myself 


senseless. Isn't that what you want to hear? | left you alone 
al night so you could have 


your fun and we'd go separate ways. Isn't that what you 
fucking wanted?" 


Looking into Ben's eyes was too much. Seeing the shock 
and anger and hurt 


in them for the mil ionth time was unbearable. The stab of 
guilt in his own chest just 


made him angrier. He shoved Ben aside and took unsteady 
steps to toward their 


bedroom. He squeezed his eyes shut and just let the truth 
come out. It was too late for 


anything else. "Well, it didn't fucking work. | used that kid 
for sex and drugs and 


oblivion, and now | feel worse than ever. 'Cause as | fucked 
his brains out, | wished it 


was you. | thought of you and wished | wasn't so fucked up." 


There was only silence behind him, and whether it lasted a 
couple seconds or 


five minutes, he'd never really know. His sense of time was 
just about as fucked up as 


his depth perception. He turned to glare at Ben over his 
shoulder. "I hope you're 


fucking happy. | hope you're happy and had a good night 
moving on, 'cause | Sure as 


fuck didn't." 


God, he was going to be sick again. He could feel it working 
its way up 


through him, up toward his throat, choking off any other 
words he might have said. 


All he wanted was to puke his brains out in peace. It had 
been a long night, but it was 


going to be an even longer morning. He managed to 
stumble his way into the 


bedroom and scramble to the bathroom. It had to be the 
only dark place in their 


apartment at the moment, and he took refuge in it as he 
clung to the toilet and let the 


sickness come. 


The room was dark, which was a godsend. All the blinds 
drawn, the A/C on 


ful blast, and the only thing Andrew could complain about 
was how thirsty he was. 


He wanted water. His throat hurt from throwing up so much, 
and his head pounded 


in time with his heart. The kitchen was so close, just outside 
the bedroom door, but 


just the idea of standing up made his stomach roil. Once, 
Ben would have taken care 


of him. Once, he would have curled up against his twin, 
inhaling his scent as Ben 


encouraged him to drink water and juice and have some 
toast. Once seemed like far 


too long ago. 


He rol ed over. The pillow was damp from his wet hair. 
Andrew had thought a 


cool shower would help. All it had done was wipe the stink of 
that twink off him. It 


hadn't washed the worries down the drain. It hadn't erased 
the ache of his heart or the 


loneliness he knew stretched out in front of him. Ben would 
move on. Yeah, tonight 


was hard. It was the first night they'd gone home with 
different people, but maybe 


next weekend it would be just that much easier for Ben. It 
would never be easier for 


Andrew, and he knew it. The music was silent in his head, 
no melody and no lyrics 


itching to be scratched down. 


The door creaked open, and a painful shaft of light landed 
across Andrew's 


face. He wanted to snap, to tell Ben to shut the damn door 
and go away. The words, 


though, stuck in his parched throat, and he merely yanked 
the blankets up to cover his 


face. He heard the door shut, and then nothing else. Slowly, 
he pulled the blanket 


down. Ben stood next to the bed, a large glass of water in 
his hand. 


"| thought you might need this," Ben murmured. 


Andrew slowly sat up and reached for the glass. Three big 
swal ows later, he 


burped, panting softly as he looked up at Ben. "Thanks." 


Ben sat on the edge of the bed, his hands clasped in his lap, 
and stared across 


the room at the window. After a few quiet minutes that 
Andrew used to finish his 


glass of water, Ben said, "I did go home with someone." 


Jealousy washed over Andrew, but he bit back the angry 
words. "Hope it was 


good." He tried to sound sincere, but he knew he failed. He 
didn't really give a shit. 


"No, you don't." Ben chuckled, the sound empty and flat. A 
sour note from a 


trumpet. "I couldn't keep it up. Every time he managed to 
get me hard, I'd think about 


you. How he wasn't touching me like you did. He didn't 
know my spots. He didn't kiss 


with the hunger you kissed me with. It was. . lacking in all 
ways." 


"Ben—" 


Ben shook his head and turned to face Andrew. "No," he 
said, so gently that it 


shut Andrew up immediately. "No more excuses. We love 
each other. We've loved each 


other al our lives. You've been my lover since we were 
fourteen and confused." He 


smiled so sweetly. "Fucking other people isn't going to 
change that kind of love, 


Andrew. It never will. It would be a charade that, maybe, 
one day, we'd both believe, 


but it would never be the truth. The truth is simple: we're 
meant to be together." 


"It's hard." Andrew rubbed his face with his hand. "I don't 
know if it would get 


any better for you if we went back to the way we were." 


"| don't want it to be the way it was." Ben shifted on the 
bed. "| want us to be 


like other couples." 


Andrew groaned. "We're not /ike other couples. We're 
brothers, twins." 


"No one here knows that. No one has to know it. That was 
why we came here." 


Ben bit his lower lip. "You said you couldn't forget me. 
You've been angry for days. If 


us apart was what you truly wanted, then you wouldn't have 
been so lost. Andrew. . 


please. Why is it so hard for you? Please, please, talk to me. 
| want us to work, us to be 


together, because anyone else's hands on my body, lips 
against mine, just feels wrong," 


he finished, voice cracking as his eyes began to shine with 
tears. 


It was the tears that did it. The pain in Ben's eyes, the need, 
that hum between 


them that told Andrew this was his last chance. If he didn't 
do this right, it would all 


crumble and the music would grow silent forever. He 
swallowed and reached for Ben. 


"| love you. Fuck, God, | love you, Ben. It's like this burning 
itch in my head, my hands 


twitching if they aren't touching you. The music is the 
strongest when | sleep with you 


in my arms. | /ove you. | love you like those mushy movies 
say you should love 


someone. But. . you're my brother. It's hard as hel to get 
over that." 


"We've been together for a decade." Ben leaned against 
him. "You couldn't get 


over your hang ups in al that time?" 


"Mom knew something wasn't right between us, and she 
knew it was my 


fault." 
Ben shook his head. "No, not your fault. | kissed you." 


"It doesn't matter. Mom thinks it's me. It's why she'll talk to 
you, but al she 


asks me is if | have a job yet. She knows. Maybe Dad knows. 
The way she looks at 


me. ." Andrew let out a slow, uneven breath. "It's how our 
friends would look at me if 


they knew you were my twin. If everyone else thinks it's 
wrong for us to be together, 


how can we remotely think it's right?" 


Ben's soft chuckle took him off guard. Andrew raised an 
eyebrow at Ben until 


Ben met his gaze, wiping away the tears that threatened to 
spill from his lashes. "Sorry, 


it's just. . You say it like we've never gone against the grain 
before. How many times 


have either of us done something everyone else thought 
was wrong, hmm?" 


Andrew felt his cheeks heat up. "That's different." 


"No, it isn't," Ben insisted, nudging him gently. "We were 
raised to be good 


little Mormon boys, and look how well that panned out. All 
that virtue and purity talk 


didn't stop us from kissing and touching one another, and 
we sure as hel weren't 


about to go become missionaries when we turned 
nineteen." 


"Practically everyone at home still thinks homosexuality is a 
sin," Andrew 


murmured. 


Ben nodded. "But we like boys anyway. Both of us always 
did. And when you 


said you wanted to become a songwriter, everyone thought 
you were crazy, but here 


you are." 


Andrew felt warmth bloom in his chest as he looked down 
into his empty 


glass. Ben had been his only supporter, his champion as 
he'd worked up the bal s to 


argue with their parents about the direction of his life. "Here 
I am," he echoed, adding, 


"a starving artist depending on his better half to pay the 
bills. . so | can go out and do 


drugs and party." 


The shame he felt must have made it into his voice, 
because Ben's hand curled 


around his and squeezed. He looked up to see an 
encouraging smile on Ben's face. 


"See? You've been going against the grain your whole life. 
What's one more thing 


added on top of the others?" 


It was a good argument, one Andrew had never really 
considered. Ben was 


right, though; he'd never been good at taking orders or 
advice. He'd never been the 


kind of guy who let someone else dictate his life, not once 
they'd been out from under 


their parents and living on their own. The independence had 
been addictive, and he'd 


known they would never go back home again, never for 
more than a quick, tense visit. 


Andrew was always so stubborn, so in control, but when it 
came to Ben, it was 


like he was five again, hiding beneath the covers during a 
raging thunderstorm. Then 


again, when he'd hidden away like that, it was Ben who 
came in after him, sat with 


him under the covers, and made up games to keep his mind 
off the peels of thunder. 


Ben had always been there for him, had always loved him. 
How could he turn that 


away? How could he continue tripping himself up and 
getting in his own way? 


"You're right," he finally said, interlacing his fingers with 
Ben's. "You're always 


fucking right. It's hard to get over, but I can't just stay like 
this. | can't keep hurting 


you, and | don't want to deny us both everything we want 
just 'cause the neighbors 


might see. When we're close, it feels right. What other 
people think doesn't matter. All 


those taboos we were brought up with are stupid and 
pointless, and | need to leave 


this one behind with the others." 


The look on Ben's face made his heart ache. He looked so 
happy, so relieved, 


so damn hopeful. "How we choose to live our lives is no one 
else's business." 


"No one's but ours. And I'm choosing to be with you." 


Tears were back in Ben's eyes, but Andrew could see the 
difference. They were 


happy tears this time, and he'd put them there. His head 
still pounded, his torso was 


still sore from al his time bent over the toilet, but Ben was 
smiling at him, and it made 


the music in his heart start playing again. The notes in the 
back of his mind were 


sweet as he leaned forward and pressed their lips together 
in a soft, almost-chaste kiss. 


He didn't want to subject his twin to the artificial, disgusting 
mint of the toothpaste 


that lingered in his mouth, but a little insistence from Ben's 
tongue against his lips, 


and his resolve crumbled. Ben deepened the kiss slowly, 
and Andrew's hands 


tightened on his glass and Ben's fingers. He reached blindly 
over and set his glass 


down before cupping Ben's face. 


Ben gasped against his lips, catching Andrew's wrist to pull 
his hand away a 


little. "Cold," Ben laughed. 


"Sorry," Andrew whispered. His lips curled up into a smile for 
what felt like 


the first time in forever. After a few seconds and another 
kiss, he added, "For 


everything." 


"We can try again, try living by our rules," Ben reasoned. 
"Starting tomorrow, 


though. You need to sleep off your hangover." 


Andrew shook his head for a moment, and then thought 
better of it as the 


throbbing in his skull redoubled. He groaned. "Why is it I'm 
the only one who ever 


gets hangovers? You drank at the club, too." 


"It's al in hydration," Ben chuckled before pushing him 
backward, easing him 


down against the sheets to his pil ow. When Ben wriggled 
his way under the sheets 


with him, Andrew didn't put up a fight. He didn't push Ben 
away or ask what Ben was 


doing. Not this time. Instead, he pulled Ben close, nosed his 
hair, and closed his eyes, 


finally admitting to himself just how wel Ben fit in his arms. 


Andrew wasn't much of a cook, but he tried. He'd slept all 
day wrapped 


around Ben, and it was the best sleep he'd enjoyed in a long 
time. In his dreams, the 


music had throbbed. Pounded. Even now, as he flipped the 
French toast in the pan, he 


could hear the hard beat of drums, the thrum of a bass, and 
the tinkling of the C 


major scale of his piano. It was a primal melody in his head, 
tinted with hopeful, 


bright notes of a new future rushing at him. He was actually 
smiling, humming to 


himself, when Ben stepped out of the bedroom. His twin 
looked rumpled and sleepy 


and goddamn beautiful. 


"Morning, Sleeping Beauty," he said as he pushed a plate of 
Sausage and 


French toast onto the bar. 


Ben slid into one of the bar stools and stared down at the 
food dumbly. 


"What's this?" He looked up, confusion in his blue eyes. 
"What's going on?" 


"My apology," Andrew murmured, leaning against the 
kitchen sink. "I'm sorry 


| worried you last night. It was stupid of me." Now that he 
wasn't angry and strung 


out, he could see Ben's point of view, and the view wasn't 
pretty. "I should have at least 


texted you that | was alive." 


"You should have." Ben picked up the fork on the bar top. 
"But. ." He sighed, 


shifted in his seat. "I shouldn't have been such a bitch when 
you did come home. 


You're a big boy, and | had told you to move on. You did just 
as | asked." 


Andrew shook his head. "I tried. Even for a night, | tried. | 
failed." He held out 


the syrup. "Come on. Eat up. It's all in the past now." 
"You seem awfully happy this morning." 


"It's anew morning.” Andrew smiled, and it took a moment 
for Ben to return 


it. "A new start, Ben. For us. I'm sure l'Il fuck up. Hell, | know 
| will. | wouldn't be me 


if | didn't. I'l dangle on the edge, and l'Il get dark and 
twisted and furious, but you. . 


you'l yank me back. Put my feet on the ground again." He 
walked around the little 


peninsula that separated their kitchen from the living room, 
and then stopped behind 


Ben. Andrew paused only a moment before wrapping his 
arms around Ben from 


behind. "I'd be lost without you," he whispered against the 
tussled hair at the back of 


Ben's head. "I don't want to lose you. . us. You're my 
brother, my twin. You know me 


better than anyone. . better than | know me." His arms 
tightened around Ben's middle. 


"| need you." 


Ben turned on the stool, his eyes glistening with tears as he 
stared at Andrew. 


It took a moment, a couple of swal ows, and then he asked, 
"You need me?" 


"Like air. Like water. Like music." It was the simple truth 
Andrew finally let 


himself believe. "I need you." 


Ben smiled then, and it was a smile Andrew didn't 
remember ever seeing on 


his face. Pure, bright, open. Ben threw his arms around 
Andrew's neck and held him 


close. "You're al dark and bitchy and emo in an annoying, 
ridiculous way, but, 


dammit, Andrew, | don't want you any other way. | need 
you, too. | love you." 


Andrew couldn't help but laugh. "And you're disgustingly 
optimistic, cheerful, 


and good-natured. Like a fucking Christmas carol." He 
chuckled. "And | love you for 


it." Ben's smile drew him in, though. He cupped Ben's cheek 
and leaned in. "I'm going 


to try," he promised as their lips touched. It was the first 
kiss he'd initiated sober in. . 


God knew how long. The soft, desperate sound that rose 
from Ben only encouraged 


him, and he swept his tongue across Ben's lips. The moment 
Ben parted them, 


Andrew dove in, deepening the kiss. 


He didn't know how long they kissed like that—Ben's legs 
wrapped around 


him while Andrew pressed him backward into the bar top— 
but it didn't matter. 


Andrew was lost in the kisses, the heat that rolled through 
him, made his heart pound 


and his blood pool between his legs. He was hard. Fuck, he 
was hard and sober and 


Ben was rubbing against him. The music swelled in his 
head, the beat driving, quick 


like his heartbeat. He broke the kiss, panting, his lips 
brushing against Ben's, and he 


opened his eyes, meeting Ben's gaze. "I want you," he 
whispered. 


"Here?" Ben asked. He shoved his hands under Andrew's 
shirt. 


Andrew laughed. "No. Bed. Come on." He gave a pull on 
Ben's hand, and after 


a moment, Ben hopped off the stool and fol owed him. 


They made it as far as the door before the kisses began 
again, hands 


wandering half-clothed bodies. Any time the music began to 
fade and fear crept in, 


Andrew would pul back and stare into Ben's eyes. Clear and 
bright, ful of lust and 


love, and that gaze righted the world every time. He was 
Ben's, and Ben was his. He 


pushed Ben's pajama bottoms down, shedding his own in 
the process. When he stood 


again, Ben yanked Andrew's shirt over his head. Bared to 
each other—body and heart 


—Andrew sat on the bed and scooted back to make room for 
Ben. 


A flicker of uncertainty moved through Ben's eyes. "You're 
sure?" 


"| won't push you away." Andrew held out his hand. "I won't 
push you away 


ever again." 


Within moments, Ben was in Andrew's arms. God, Andrew 
couldn't 


remember the last time he'd kissed someone so much. The 
Slick slide of tongues, the 


hot grip of hands—it drove him crazy. He pressed Ben into 
the mattress, the springs 


creaking under their weight, adding to the melody playing 
through his head. Horns 


and strings, brass and ivory were complemented by wet 
suction and the rusty squeak 


of the bedframe. It swirled through Andrew's head: sound, 
touch, taste, scent. Sweat 


and skin and lube, the musk of Ben's pleasure on his tongue 
and the hot squeeze 


around his fingers. 


"Andrew!" Ben's fingers tangled in his hair as Andrew's 
tongue teased the slit 


of his cock. "So good!" he cried out when Andrew curved his 
fingers inside and 


rubbed against that little gland that brought Ben so much 
pleasure. 


Andrew knew Ben's body as well as Ben knew his, and 
without the drugs and 


alcohol, it was less about him and more about them 
together. It was everything he'd 


never let it be, and regret sang sour notes within him. So 
much time wasted, and all 


because he'd been a coward. He was still a coward, but with 
Ben beside him, maybe he 


could be just a little brave. Ben was the only thing in 
Andrew's life—in the whole 


fucked up world—that he couldn't live without. The center of 
his world, the other half 


of his soul, the one person who knew all his secrets, all his 
sins, all his 


accomplishments and proud moments. How could he deny 
them anymore? He 


plunged down, taking Ben into his throat, and Ben's sharp, 
brilliant cry drove those 


grieving shadows from the internal music. 


With throat and fingers, he worked Ben up. It was only when 
Ben began 


flailing and pushing at him that he drew back completely, 
breathless and grinning. 


"Something wrong?" he asked, even though he knew better. 
That look on Ben's face 


was many things, but it wasn't unhappy. 


"Please. . not until you're. ." Ben was completely out of 
breath, and Andrew 


smirked as pride and love washed through him. 


"You want me inside?" Andrew purred, torturing Ben with a 
little swirl of his 


tongue over the head of Ben's cock. Ben's vehement nod 
was enough for him, and he 


kissed his way up Ben's body, worshiping every inch of 
golden skin from navel to 


neck. Ben whimpered against his lips, and he claimed them 
as his own. He swallowed 


that musical sound and made it part of himself, part of the 
song taking shape deep in 


his soul. Their limbs shifted, and he couldn't silence his own 
groan as Ben's legs 


parted for him, welcoming him closer. The slide of their skin 
was intoxicating, and he 


could have happily gotten off just like that, their bodies 
close, their tongues entwined. 


The sudden bite of Ben's nails forced Andrew back with a 
cry. "Ow! What the—?" 


"Don't make me wait," Ben panted up at him through a 
smile that dissolved 


any kind of protest from Andrew's mind. "No more waiting." 


Andrew laughed and nipped Ben's lower lip as he reached 
for the lube and 


slicked himself. "I'm usually the bossy, impatient one." 


"I'm entitled this once," Ben laughed, but the sound hitched 
when Andrew 


pressed himself against Ben's opening. Ben purred, shifting 
his hips up into Andrew, 


and Andrew simply couldn't wait any longer. The music went 
silent in his mind for 


just a moment, and then he was inside, his cock hugged 
perfectly by the hot tightness 


of his twin. 


Pleasure erupted along every nerve, and Ben's arms and 
legs seemed to touch 


him all over, pulling him deeper, egging him on. It wasn't 
their first time together. 


There wasn't any real reason to take things slow, and with 
Ben so demanding, so 


damn sexy beneath him, he had no hope of holding back. 
He circled his hips, and his 


moan harmonized with Ben's. It was perfect, the way they 
moved into one another. 


They were two halves of the same whole, so different, but 
fitting just right. Ben made 


up for all his shortcomings, and as he set a passionate, deep 
pace, Andrew could only 


hope he did the same for Ben. 


Cry after cry sounded from them both, half-smothered by 
their kisses. It was 


music unlike any other. The tempo and pitch were growing 
more fevered with each 


heartbeat, each ragged breath. God, his first time sober 
with Ben in years, and Andrew 


was going to come before he could get Ben off. 


He couldn't let that happen, couldn't leave his twin behind 
again. Gritting his 


teeth, Andrew willed himself away from the edge and 
reached between their surging 


bodies. Ben's nails scratched lightly over his chest, but 
when his hand closed around 


Ben's cock, they paused, and he smiled against Ben's lips. 
"Come. . with me?" 


Ben groaned, clinging to him as he stroked in time with their 
thrusts. Ben's 


eyes were bright with hope and pleasure, boring into him as 
Ben breathed against his 


lips. "Yeah. . always. . Oh, fuck!" 


With one great crescendo, they were both lost. Ben swelled 
and spilled over 


his fingers, and the pressure surrounding Andrew's cock was 
too good to resist. His 


ears were filled with Ben's scream, with the song of their 
coupling. Even once he'd 


collapsed, it seemed like the music meandered, serenading 
him back to reality. Sweaty, 


exhausted, fucking amazing reality. 


The silence of their apartment was overwhelming for a 
moment, but then the 


air conditioner kicked on again, a soothing hum. Andrew 
smiled against Ben's neck 


where he'd collapsed after coming. As his pulse began to 
even out, he realized Ben was 


trembling, and a little sniffle made him look up. 


"Hey," he breathed, his thumb rubbing over Ben's 
cheekbone. "You okay?" 


Ben nodded a little too quickly, and when Andrew raised an 
eyebrow at him, 


he was rewarded with a weak punch to his shoulder and a 
shuddering laugh. "I'm fine, 


all right? I'm just. . really fucking happy, and if you give me 
shit about tearing up, l'l 


hold your keyboard ransom." 


Andrew laughed and nipped Ben's lower lip. "You'd never do 
that." 


"Yeah, | would," Ben insisted, but a moment later, he gave 
up with a silly grin. 


"Nah, you're right. That'd be like ordering you not to 
breathe. Still. . I'm happy." 


As Andrew kissed Ben breathless again and rol ed them to 
their sides, he 


knew it wasn't just Ben who was happy. He couldn't 
remember ever feeling this free. 


He had no idea where they would go from here, but Ben's 
hope and joy were 


contagious. They'd figure it out. "I love you," he chuckled as 
Ben continued to touch 


him here and there, obviously enjoying the afterglow. 


"| love you, too," Ben purred. "And | love that you haven't 
moved away, not 


even to grab your keyboard and start writing down the 
music in your head." Just as 


Andrew started wondering how Ben could know what was 
playing in his mind, Ben 


continued with a grin. "You're tapping a tempo against my 
hip. Sure you don't need to 


grab your pencil and pad?" 


Warmth rose in Andrew's cheeks, but it settled in his chest. 
"I'l grab 'em later. 


Right now, I'm exactly where I want to be. Exactly where 
I've always wanted to be." 


Even if the world stood in their path, even if he tripped 
himself up time and again, 


they'd find a way. As Ben pul ed him in for another kiss, 
Andrew knew they would 


always find a way. Together. 
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